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TO RICHARD BENTLEY, Esq. 



My deab Sir, 

You tell me that " a generous and enlightened Pablio'' 
has given a favourable reception to those extracts from our 
family papers, which, at your suggestion, were laid before 
it some two years since ; — and you hint, with all possible 
delicacy, that a second volume might not be altogether un- 
acceptable at a period of the year when "auld warld 
stories ^^ are more especially in request. With all my 
h^art, — the old oak chest is n(5t yet empty ; in addition to 
which I have recently laid my hand upon a long MS. 
correspondence of my great uncle. Sir Peregrine Ingoldsby, 
a cadet of the family, who somehow contrived to attract the 
notice of George the Second, and received from his 
*' honour-giving hand^' the accolade of knighthood. To 
this last-named source I am indebted for several of the ac- 
companying histories, while my inestimable friend Simp- 
kinson has bent all the powers of his mighty mind to the 
task. From Father John's stores I have drawn largely. 
Our " Honourable " friend Sucklethumbkin — by the way, 
he has been beating our covers lately, when he shot a 
woodcock, and one of the Gbvemor's pointers — gives a 
graphic account of the Operatic '' row '' in which he was 
heretofore so conspicuous; while even Mrs. Barney 
Maguire {nie Mademoiselle Bniuline), whose horror of Mrs. 
Botherby's cap has no jot diminished, furnishes me with 
the opening Legend of the series from the hisforiettes of 
her own beUe France. 

t (iii) 
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IT PRITACI. 

Why will you not run down to Tappington this Christ- 
mas ? — ^We have been rather basy of late in carrying into 
execution the enclosure of Swingfield Minnis under the 
auspices of my Lord Radnor, and Her Majesty's yisit to 
the neighbourhood has kept us quite alive : the Prince in 
one of his rides pulled up at the end of the avenue, and, as 
A * * told Sucklethumbkin, was much taken with the pic- 
turesque appearance of our old gable-ends. Unluckily we 
were all at Canterbury that morning, or proud indeed 
should we have been to offer his Eoyal Highness the 
humble hospitalities of the Hall, — and then — fancy Mrs. 
Botherby's "My Gracious 1'* By the way, the old lady 
tells me you left your nightcap here on your last visit ; it 
is laid up in lavender for you ; — come and reclaim it. The 
Tule log will bum bright as ever in the cedar room. Bin 
No. 6 is still one liquid ruby — the old October yet smiles 
like mantling amber, in utter disdain of that vile concoction 
of camomile which you so pseudonymously dignify with 
the title of "Bitter AW— Make a start, then; — pitch 
printer's-ink to old Harry, — and come aud spend a fort- 
night with 

Yours, till the crack of doom, 

THOMAS INGOLDSBT. 
Tappinoton Evbrabd, 

Dee. im, 1842. 
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THE BLACK MOUSQUETAIRE. 

A LEGEND OV VBANOB. 

Frak^ois Xayieb Augusts was a gay Monsqnetaize^ 
The Itide of the Camp, the delight of the Fair ; 
He'd a mien so diatrnguS, and so dibotmaire. 
And shmgg'd with a grace so reehtrehS^ukd rare, 
And he twirl'd his moustache with so charming an air, 
— ^His moustaches I should say, because he'd a pair,— 
And, in short, show'd so much of the true tfovoir /aire, 
All the ladies in Paris were wont to declare, 
That could any one draw 
Them from Dian's strict law. 
Into what Mrs. Eamsbottom calls a "Fox Paw," 
It would be Fran9oi8 Xayier Auguste de St Foix. 

Now, I *m sorry to say, 
At that time of day. 
The Court of Versailles was a little too gay ; 
The Courtiers were all much addicted to Play, 
To Bordeaux, Chambertin, Frontignac, St. Peray, 
> Lafitte, Chateaux Margaux, 

And Sillery (a cargo 
On which John Bull sensibly (?) lays an embargo), 

CD 
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8 ▲ LIQEND or FRAKCl. 

¥nule Louis Qaatone 

Kept aboat lum, in scores, 
What the Noblesse, in courtesj, term'd his <* Jane Shores,'' 
— ^They were oall'd by a much coarser name oat of doors.— 

This, we all mnst admit, in 

A King's not befitting I 
For such courses, when followed by persons of quality, 

Are apt to detract on the score of morality. 

Fi*an9ois Xayier Auguste acted much like the rest of them, 
Dress'd, drank, and fought, and ehatti'd with the best of them, 

Took Yob ceU de perdriz 

Till he scarcely could see, 
He would then aally oat in the streets for a '< spiree ;" 

His rapier he 'd draw, 

Hnk a Bourgeoig, 
(A word which the Sn^^lish translate <* Johnny Baw,") 
For your thorough French Ooortler, whenerer the fit he 's ia. 
Thinks its prime tan to astonish a dtiien; 
And, perhaps it 's no wonder that this kind of scrapes. 
In "a nation which Voltaire, in one of his Japes, 
Defines '<an amalgam of Tigers and Apes," 
Should be merely considered as ** Little Escapes," 

But I 'm sorry to add, 

Things are almost as bad 
A great deal hearer home, and that similar pranks 
Amongst young men who moTe in the yery first ranks. 
Are by no means confined to the land of the Franks. 

Be this as it will, 
In the general, still. 
Though blame him we must, 
It is really but just 
To our liyely young friend, Fran9ois Xavier Auguste, 
To say, that howe'er 
Well known his faults were, 
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TES BLACK MOfTSaUlf AtEEp ^ 

At bia BnccLanal partiefl he alwftjs dr&nk fair, 

And^ when gambling his worst, alwajH plaj'd on the Bqnanij 

So that, being much more of pigeon than rook^ he 

Lost lai-gt) smas at faro (a game like " Blind Hookej'*), 

And continned to lose, 

And to giTe 1. O. U.'Sj 
Till ho loat e^en tbo cre<Mt ho had with the Jews ; 
Andj & parallel if 1 may yentnre to draw 
Between Francois Xavier Axignste do EL Foil, 
And his namosako, a still more distingnislied Fnnfois^ 

Who wrote to his ''i^eur'^* 

From Payift, " Mon CcsttTf ^^ 

I hare lost all I had in the world /ot^ rh&tmeur^''^ 

So St^ Foix might haya wroie 

No diB$imilftr note, 
** Viv£ la hagaitlU I^oujoura gat — idem temper — • 

I *T0 loat all I bad in the world bnt — my temper 1" 

From the Tory beginning. 

Indeed, of his dnning, 
His air was »o cheerful, his manners so winning. 
That ooce be prevailed — or his friends coin the tale for him^- 
On ih^ baiM who "nabbed" hii% hiniBelf to ""^go bail" for hiiiu 



Well — wo know in these casos 

Tout ** Crabs'^ and " Deuce Ace^" 
Are wont to promote frequent changes of places ; 
Town doctors, indeed^ are most apt to declare 
That there *8 noting so good as the pure '^ counbrj air/' 

* Mriu TnEo1di^7t ^bo D^ deeply rcail tn ftobcrtSDEt, iDformii tne tbat fhUt 
Ifl A mtitake; tfatt the lady to wbom thli memon^Ifi hiBei w&s dellviBred bj 
tb# buda of P«iinii]Q«s was thv miibrtiiDatQ DiAnajctih'j muunA, uid iLOt h3» 
■later. I would gltuU j Kctiff tbe errors but, th«n, — whit am I t<) do for m 
rhjniAT— On the ThoJe, 1 fbar I mvia% oDnient myseir, like TaJloyrattd^ with 
■ctmitting that ^' It is worse tiiaa a fkult — If^s ft blunietl" for which etior> 
mltj, — Kfl honfitt old P«pjB eays when he tttotdM haTlag kJKsed his ooolc* 
maid,--" 1 hunib) J bt^ (j vdon of HeaTeu, and Miw. iDgflMebj I" 



I 
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10 ▲ iiosND or nuKCB* 

WheneTer exhaostioii of peraon, or purse, in 
An imvalid enunps him, and sets him a-onrsing ; 
A habit, I 'm yerj much grieved at diynlging, 
Franfois XaTier Angnste was too prone to indulge in. 

But what could be done? 

It's clear as the son, 
That, though nothing 's more easy than say « Cut and ran t'' 
Yet a Gnardsman can't lire without some sort of Am — 

E'en I or yon. 

If we'd nothing to do, 
Should soon find onrselves looking remarkably blue. 

And, since no one denies 

What's so plain to all eyes. 
It won't, I am sure, create any surprise 
That reflections like these half reduced to despair 
Fran9ois Xayier Auguste, the gay Black Mousquetaire. 

Patience par force/ 

He coneideredy of course. 
But in Tain — he could hit on no sort of resource — 

LoTe ? — Liquor ? — Law ? — Loo ? 

They would each of them do, 
There's excitement enough in all four, but in none he 
Could hope to get on eane Varment — t. e, money. 
LoTe ? — ^no ; — ladies like^little cadeauz from a suitor. 
Liquor? — no, — that won't do, when reduced to '<tb9 
Pewter."— 

Then Law? — 'tis the same; 

It's a.yery fine game, 
But the fees and delays of " the Courts " are a shame, 
As Lord Brougham says^iimself—- who's a yery great name. 
Though the Times made it clear he was perfectly lost in his 
Classic attempt at translating Demosthenes, 

And don't know his "particles." — 

Who wrote ike articles. 
Showing his Greek up so, is not known yery well ; 
Many thought Barnes, others Mitchell — some Meriyale; 
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Sat it'fl scarce worth d^bntc^ 

BecaTi9G ftam. tho dat« 
Of my tale one concluaion wc safdy may drair, 
Vii. : 'twaa not Prangoia Xftvicr Augll^t^3 de St. Foiii 

Loo? — 'Ho; — ibftt he had tried; 
Twas, in fact, Mb weak ade, 
But Tequired more than any a purse well supplied. 
''LoTe? — Iiqtior?^LawT — Loo? No! 'tis aU tht Bwni 

Btory, 
5tay! I bare it^if^i /01/ {thftt'» « Odd's Bohil') tber« if 

Away with drill oaro! 

Vive h Eoi! Vive la Guerre I 
Ftdei Vd aUnofit forgot I'm. a BI&<^k Mousquetairt I 

When a mau ia like me. 

Bans tiz mui^ tan^ iouci, 

A haukrapt in pur^, 

And in character worse, 
With a shocking b&d hat, and his credit at Zero^ 
What on earth can he hope to hfi^ome,^ — bnt a Rero ! 

What a famons thought this is 1 

I'E go as Ulysses 
Of old did— like Mm X'U see manners^ and know conn tries ; * 
Cut PnriB, — and gaming, — and throats in the Low ComitrioB." 

So said, and so done — he arranged Ms affairs, 
And was off like a shot to his Black Monsquotaires^ 



TCew it happened just tlien 
That Field-Marshal Turenne 
Was a good deal in want of " some aotive young men^" 
To fill up the gaps 
WMch, through snndry mishaps, 

* Qui morefl hDmlautn multoium TidU et iirbes. 
WlH' Tieirfd mea'a mannerti, Loadoaii), Yorka, uid Derlijii 
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12 A LBOIND OF WHAXCE. 

Had been made in his ranks by a certain <« Oreat C<md4," 
A general nnrlyall'd — ^at least in his own day — 

Whose Talonr was snch, 
- That' he did not care much 
If he fought with the French, — or the Spaniards,— or Datch,- 
A fact which has stamped him,a rather «Cool hand," 
Being nearly related to Louit le Orand, 
It had been all the same had that King been his brother ; 
:He fought sometimes with one, and sometimes with another; 

For war, so exciting. 

He took such delight in, 
He did not care whom he fought, so he waa fighting. 
And, as I 'ye just said, had amused himself then 
By tickling the tail of Fiel(|-Mandial Tnrenne; 
Since which, the Field-Marshal's most pressing ooncerii 
Was to tickle some other chiefs tail in Ida torn. 

What a fine thing a battle is I— not one of those 
Which one saw at the late Mr. Andrew DucroVs, 
Where a dozen of scene-shifters, drawn up in rows, 
Would a dozen more scene-shifters boldly oi^pose, 

Taking great care their blows 

Did not injure their foes, 
And alike, saye in colour and out of their clothes. 
Which were yaiied, to giye more effect to << TahUauXy** 

While Stickney the Great 

Flung the gauntlet to Fate, 
And made us all tremble, so gallantly did he come 
On to encounter bold Genersd Widdicombe — 
But a real, good fight, like Pultowa, or Lutzen, 
(Which Gustayus the Great ended all his disputes in,) 
Or that which Suwarrow engaged without boots in. 
Or Dettingen, Fontenoy, Blenheim, or Minden, 
Or the one Mr. Oampbell describes, Hohenlinden, 

Where "the sun was low," 

The ground all oyer snow, * 
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And dark as mid- winter the swift Iwsr's flow, — 
Till its colour was alterM by General Morcau j 
While big dmm was heard iu tlie (3ead of the niglit^ 
Which rattled the Bard out of bed iu a fright, 
And ho ran up tha steeple to look at the Eght. 

"^Twas in just such another oue, 

(Namea only bother ono — -) 
Dutcli en^, indeed, are sufficient to smoUieT one—) 
In tho Netherlands Bomewher&— I cannot say where— 

Suffico it that there 

La Fortune d& guerre 
Qare a cast of her calling to our Mousquctaire. 
One fine mornmgj in short., Franco! g Xavier Auguste, 
After making soisie scores of his foes '^ bite the dust^*^ 
Got a mouthful himaelf of the veiy same crust ; 
And thougb, as tho Bard says, " No law ia more just 
Than for NecU artiJtceij"—^o thej Cflird fiery 
Soldados at Eome, — '^ arte ^udperirej** 

Yet fate did not draw 

This poetical Liir 
To its fullest extent In the case of St. Foil, 
His Good Genius moat probably found out Bome flaw. 

And diverted the shot 

From some deadlier gpot 
To a bone which, I think,, toj^the best of my meaioryj 'a 
CftU^d by Professional men the ** osfenjoris ;^* 
And the hall being one of these named from ita shape. 
And aomo fancied resemblance it hears to tJie grape, 

St. Foix went down, 

With a groan and a fi'own, 
Ajid a hole in his amall-clothes the size of a crown, — 

— ^Staggcr'd a bit 

By thia "palpable hit," 
Ho tuni'd on hia face, and went off in a fit t 
Tes ! — a Battle *a a yery fine thing while you're fighting, 
Th«3e same Ups-and -Downs are f=o Tor^ oicitiog. 
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14 A LEGEin) OF FRAKCZ. 

But a sombre sight is a Batfle-field 

To the sad sarriTor's sorrowing eye. 
Where those, who scom'd to fly or yield, 
In one promiscuous carnage lie ; 
When the cannon's roar 
Is heard no more, 
And the thick dun smoke has rolled away, 
And the victor comes for the last survey 
Of the well-fought field of yesterday ! 

No triumphs flush that haughty brow, — 
No proud exulting, look is there, — 

His eagle glance is humbled now. 
As, earth-ward bent, in anxious care 
~ - It seeks the form whose stalwart pride 

But yester-mom was by his side t 

And there it lies ! — on yonder bank 
Of corses, which themselves had breath 

But yester-mom — now cold and dank. 
With other dews than those of death ! 

Powerless as it had ne'er been bom 

The hand that elasp'd his — yester-mom! 

And there are widows wand'ring there, 
That roam the blood-bespriokled plain, 

And listen in their dumb despair 
For sounds they ne'er may hear again I 

One word, however faint and low, — 

Ay, e'en a groan, — were music now ! 

And this is Glory! — Fame! — 

But, pshaw! 

Miss Muse, you're growing sentimental; 
Besides, such things we never saw ; 

In fact they're merely Continental. 
And then your Ladyship forgets 
Some widows came for epaulettes. 
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THE BLACK MOUSQUETAIRE. 15 

So go back to your canter ; for one, I declare, 
Is now fumbling about our capsized Mousqueiaire, 

A beetle-browed hag, 

Witii a knife and a bag, 
And an old tatter'd bonnet which, thrown back, disclosefl 
The ginger complexion, and one of those noses 
Peculiar to females named Levy and Moses, 
Such as nervons folks still, when they come in their way» shim. 
Old Tixen-faoed tramps of the Hebrew persuasion. 

You remember, I trust, 

Fran9ois Xavier Auguste, 
Had uncommon fine limbs, and a very fine bust 
Now there's something — I cannot tell what it may be — * 
About good-looking gentlemen tum*d twenty-three. 
Above an when laid up with a wound in the knee, 
Which affects female hearts, in no common degree. 
With emotions in which many feelings combine, 
Very easy to fancy, though hard to define ; 

Ugly or pretty. 

Stupid or witty. 
Young or old, they experience, in country or city. 
What's clearly not Love — yet it's warmer than Pity— ^ 
And some luch a feeling, no doubt, 'tis that stays 
The hand you may see that old Jezebel raise, 

Arm'd with the blade. 

So oft used in her trade, 
The horrible calling e'en now she is plying, 
Despoiling the dead, and despatching the dying 1 
For these << nimble Conveyancers," after such battles, 
Regarding as treasure irouve all goods and chattels. 
Think nought, in <^ perusing and settling" the titles, 
So safe as six inches of steel in the vitals. 

No|r don't make a joke of 
That fee)ing I spoke of; 
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16 ▲ LEGEND or FRANCE. 

For, as sure as you're bom, that same feeling, — whatever 
It may be, — saves the life of the yonng Mottsqnetaire ! — 
The knife that was leveU'd, erewhile at his throat, 
Is employed now in ripping the lace from his coat, 
And firom what, I suppose, I must call his eulotte; 

And his pockets, no doubt> 

Being tum'd inside out. 
That his moucAotr and gloves may be put ** up the spont^'* 
(For of coin, you may well conceive, all she can do 
Fails to ferret out even a single Seu ;) 
As a muscullir Giant would handle an elf. 
The virago at last lifts the soldier himself, 
And, like a She-Sampson, at length lays him down 
In a hospital form'd in the neighbouring town I 

I am not very sure. 

But I think 'twas Namur ; 
And there she now leaves him, expecting a cure. 

CANTO II. 

I ABOMINATE physic — ^I oaro not who knows 

That there's nothing on earth I detest like " a dose" — 

That yeUowish-green-looking fluid, whose hue 

I consider extremely unpleasant to view. 

With its sickly appearance, that trenches so near 

On what Homer defines the complexion of Fear ; 

XXtofiov ieosf I mean, 

A nasty pale green, 
Taough for want of some word that may better avail, 
I presume, our translators have rendered it "pale;** 

For consider the cheeks 

Of those " well-booted Greeks," 
Their Egyptian descent was a question of weeks ; 
Their complexion, of course, like a half-decay'd leek's ; 
Ahd you'll see in an instant the thing that I mean in it» 
A Greek face in a funk had a good deal of green in it 
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THl BLACK KOrSQTTETAIRr. 

T repeat, I ftbominate physic ; but then, 

If folks mil go cnmpaigniDg about witli stick men 

As the Great Prince de Cond^, and Marabal Tureunc, 

Thqy may fairly expect 

To h& now and tlicn cliock'd 
By fk bullet, or giLbrc-cut. Tlioti tboir best solace U 
Pouad, I iidiait, in green potions, and boluses ; 

gOj of course, I don^t l^lame 

SL Foix, wounded and kme. 
If he Bwallowed a decent quant, snff. of tbe same ; 
Though I^ni told, in such cases, it's not the French pUa 
To pour m thek di-asticg aa fai^t a^ they ean, 
The praotice of many an English ^cuvoa, 

But to let off a man 

With a little ptUanne, 
And gently i-9 chtife the paitUa (knee-pan), 

'* Oh, woman !'' Sir Walter observeg, " when the broir 
^s wrung with pain, what a ministering Angel art thou I" 
Than'rt % "minist'ring Aiigel" in no leas degree, 
I can boldly assert, when the pain 'a in the knee ^ 

And medical friction 

Ib, past contradiction, 
Much better performed by a She than » He. 
A fact which J indeed, comes within my own knowledge^ 
If or I well recollect, when a youngster at Collegep 

And, thorefoie, can quote 

A Burgeon of note, 
Mr, Grosvenor of Oxford, who not only wrote 
On the subject a very fine treatise, but, stiE as Mg 
P&tieuts oame in, eei4ain eoft^handed Phylllsee 
Were nt once set to work on their leg&^ arms^ and backs, 
And rubbed out their complaint e in a couple of cracks,^* 

Now, tliey say, 

To this day, 
When sick people can't pay 
S» 
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18 A LEOEND OF FRANCE. 

On the Continent, many of this kind of nurs. h 

Attend, without any demand on their purses ; 

And these females, some old, others still in their teens, 

Some call "Sisters of Charity," others "Beguines." 

They don't take the vows ; but, half-Nun and half-Lay, 

Attend you ; and when you Ve got better, they say, 

'< You 're exceedingly welcome ! There 's nothing to pay. 

Our task is now done. 

Ydu are able to run. 
We neyer take money ; we cure you for ftm I" 
Then they drop you a court'sy, and wish you good day, 
And go off to cure somebody else the same way. 
— ^A great many of these, at the date of my tale. 
In Namur walk'd the hospitals, workhouse, and jail. 

Among them was one, 

A most sweet Demi-nun. 
Her cheek pensive and pale.; tresses bright as the sun,— * 
Not carroty — ^no ; though you *d fancy you saw bum 
Such locks as the Greeks loy'd, which modems call auburn. 
These were partially seen through the veil which they wore all ; 
Her teeth were of pearl, and her lips were of ooral ; 
Her eyelashes silken ; her eyes, fine large blue ones, 
Were sapphires (I don't call these similes new qpes; 
But, in metaphors, freely confess I 've a leaning 
To such, new or old, as convey best one's meaning) — 
Then, for figure ? In faith it was downright barbarily 

To muffle a form 

Might an anchorite warm 
In the fusty stuff gown of a ScBur de la Chariti; 
And no poet could fancy, no painter could draw 
One more perfect in all points, more free from a flaw, 
Than her's who now sits by the couch of St. Foix, 
Chafing there. 
With such care, 

And BO dove-like an air, . 
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Mb Icgj till hef delicate fingers are cljarr'd 
Ifith the Steer's opodddoc, joint- oil, anti goulard 
■ — Their Dutch appeUations are really too batd 
To be brought into verse bj a traT)smaTiii« B*rd. — ' 

Now yon "11 see, * 

^ And ^greo, 

I am certoiiij with mo^ 
"Wlitn a yoTing man ^a laid up with a wound in Mb knee; 

And a Lady siti there^ 

On a ruBh-bottom^d chaiir. 
To hand him the mixture 9 hia doctors prepaJTCp 
And ft bit of Inmp^sngar to malte matters &qmii^ ; 
Above all, when the Lady's remarkably fair, 
And the wounded young man is a gav Monsquetaire, 
Ib^g ft tickliah affair^ you may swear, for the paLr^ 
And may lead on to miscliief before they *re aware. 

I really don't thinlc, tpite of what friends wonld caU hlfl 

*^ Fmf^hant for Uasons" and graTer men " follies," 

(For my own part, I think planting thoras on their piUowa, 

And leaving poor maidons to w^p and wear willoWB^ 

Is not to be classed among mere peccadillos), 

His ^^fnullt" T should say^— I don^t think Fran5oia Xavier 

Ent^srtaln'd any thoughts of improper behaviour 

TowVda Ids nurse, or that once to induce ber to sin he meant 

While snperin tending his draughts &nd Ms liniment 

But) as ho grew stout^ 

And was getting about, 
Thoughts came into his head that had hetteif been out j 

While Cupid *s an urchin 

We kpow deserves birching, 
H«^s ao prone to delude folks, and leave them the lurch in. 

'Twas doubtless his doing 

That absolute ruin 
Was the end of all poor dear Therese's shampooing,^- 
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'Tifl a snbjeot I don't like to dwell on : bnt saeh 

Things will happen — aj, e'en 'mongst the phlegmatic Dutoh. 

"When Woman/' as .Goldsmith declares, *< stoops to folly, 
And finds ont too late that false man can betray," 

She is apt to look dismal, and grow ^'melan-cholj," 
And, in short, to be anything rather than gay. 

He goes on to remark that << to pnnish her loyer. 
Wring his bosom, and draw the tear into his eye, ' 

There is but one method" which he can discoyer 
That's likely to answer — that one is " to die 1" 

He 's wrong— the wan and withering cheek ; 

The thin lips, pale, and drawn apart ; 
The dim yet tearless eyes, that speak 

The misery of the breaking heart ; 

The wasted form, th' enfeebled tone 
That whispering mocks the pitying ear ; 

Th' imploring glances heayen-ward thrown, 
As heedless, helpless, hopeless here; 

These wring 'the false one's heart enough, 
If ** made of penetrable stuff." 

And poor Therese 

Thus pines and decays. 
Till, stung with remorse, St. Foix takes a post-chaise 

With, for "wheelers," two bays, 

And, for leaders," two greys, 
And soon reaches France, by the help of relays. 
Flying shabbily oflF from the sight of his victim. 
And driying as fast as if Old Nick had kick'd him. 

She, poor sinnner 

Grows thinner and thinner, 
Leayes off eating breakfast, and luncheon, and dinner, 
Till you 'd really suppose she could haye nothing in.her.— 
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One cTetiing — Hwaa just as the cIcmjIc struck elisTen^- 
Tliey aaTT ^h^ *d b<3en smking fast e^er since sotcHj — 
She breatL'd ono deep slgli, threw one look up to HeaTeUr 

And all was o'er! — 

Poor Tiiorese -was no more — 
She TTftS gon© !— -tho last breath tbat sho managed to draw 
EHCapctt m one half-utter'd word — 'twas " St. Foil I*' 



lYbo can fly from himself? Bitter cares, "when yoti feel 'cm. 
Are not cured bj travel — ^as Horace ssjs, ** CiBlum 
Non animum mutant qui curruftt trans iJiare /" 
Ifc*s climate, not mindj that by roamng men yarj — 
Ecmorse for temptation to which yon liaye yielded^ is 
A sbadow yon can't sell as Fotor HoMemil did Mb ; 
It haunts yon for ever — in bed and at board, — 
A J, e'en in yowt dreama. 
And yon can^t tnd^ it Beema, 
Any proof that a goiltj m&n erver yet snored 1 
It is miich if he glumbera at all^ which bat few^ 
— Fran^oia Xavier Augnste was an instance — caji do. 
Indeed, from the time 
He committed the erime 
Wbioh cnt off poor sister Thereso in her prime, 
He was not the same man that he had been — Mb plan 
Was qnito changed — in wOd freaks he no more led tbe Tan ; 
He'd scarce sleep a wmk in 
A week; bnt sit thinkings 
From company shrinking^ 
He quite gave up drinking. 
At tho mess- table, too, where now seldom he came, 
Fiy^hj fritassf^j fricandtau, potefff^, or game^ 
IHndon atix truces j or iuTbot & la crime^ 
Ndl — he still shook his head, — it was always tbe same, 
Still he never complain'd that tbe cook was to blame I 
Twas his appetite fail'd Imn — no matter how rare 



II 
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And reeherehi the dish, how delioious the fore,— 
What he used to like best he no longer could J>ear; 

But he'd there sit and 'stare 

With an air of despair: 

Took no care, but would wear 

Boots that wanted repair; 
Snch a shirt too I you'd think he'd no linen to spare 
He omitted to shaye ; — he neglected his hair, 
And look'd more like a Guy than a gay Mousquetaira 

One thing, above all, most excited remark : 
In the eyening he seldom sat long alter -dark. 
Not that then, as of yore, he'd go out for « a lark 

With his friends; but when they, 

After taking cafi 
Would hare broiled bones and kidneys brought in on % Cray, 
— ^Which I own I consider a very good way, 
If a man's not dyspeptic, to wind up the day- 
No persuasion on earth could induce him to stay ; 
But he'd take up his candlestick, just nod his head 
By way of " Good eyening !" and walk off to bed. 
Yet even when there he seem'd no better off. 
For he'd wheeze, and he'd sneeze, and he'd hem! and he'd 
cough ; 

And they'd hear him all night, 

Sometimes, sobbing outright, 
While his yalot, who often endeayour'd to peep. 
Declared that *'his master was never asleep ! 
But would sigh, and would groan, slap his forehead, and' weep; 

That about ten o'clock 

His door he would lock. 
And then never would open it, let who would knock! — 

He had heard him," he said, 

" Sometimes jump out of bed. 
And talk as if speaking to one who was dead ! 
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He'd groan, and he'd moan, 

In so piteous a tone, 
Beg^g some one or other to let him alone, 
That it really would soften the heart of a stone 
To hear him exclaim so, and call upon Heayen 
Then — The bother began always /iMt at eleven I" 

Fran9ois Xayier Auguste, as I 're told you before 
I belieye, was a popular man in his corps, 

And his comrades, not one 

Of whom knew of the Nun, 
Now began to consist what was best to be done. 

Count Cordon Bleu 

And the Sieur de la Bone 
Confess'd they did not know at all what to do : 
But the Cheyalier Hippolyte Hector Achille 
Alphonse Stanislaus Emile de Grandyille 

Made a ferrent appeal 

To the zeal they must feel 
For their friend, so distinguish'd ah officer, 's weal, 
** The first thing," he said, << was to find out the matter 
That bored their poor friend so, and caused all this clatter— 

Mort de ma vie!" 

— Here he took some rappee — 
« Be the c^use what it may, he shall tell it to me !" — 
He was right, sure enough — in a couple of days 
He worms out the whole story of Sister Therese, 
Now entomb'd, poor dear soul I in some Dutch Pire la Chaise, 
— "But the worst thing of all," Fran9ois Xayier declares, 
" Is, wheneyer I 'ye taken my candle up stairs. 
There's Therese sitting there — upon one of those chairs ! 

Such a frown, too, she wears. 

And so frightfally glares. 
That I'm really preyented from saying my pray'rs. 
While an odour, — the yery reyerse of perfiime, — 
More like rhubarb or senna, — pervades the whole room!" 
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Hector Achille 

Stanislaus Emile, 
yfhea he heard him talk so felt an odd sort of feel ; 
Not that he cared for -Ghosts — he was far too genteel; 
Still a queerish sensation came on .when he saw 

Him, whom, for fun, 

They'd, by way of a j>un 
On his person and principles, nick-named Sans Foi, 

A man whom they had, you see, 

Mark'd as a Sadducee, — 
In his horns, all at once, so completely to draw, 
And to talk of a Ghost with such manifest Uwe ! — 
It excited the Gheyalier GrandTille's surprise ; 
He shrugg'd up his shoulders, he tum'd up his eyes. 
And he thought with himself that he could not do less 
Than lay the whole matter before the whole Mess. 

Repetition's detestable; — 

So, as you're best able 
Paint to yourself the effect at the Mess-table — 

How the bold Brigadiers 

Prick'd up their ears, 
And receiyed the account, some with fears, some with sneers ; 

How the Sieur de la Boue 

Said to Count Cordon Bleu, 
"Mafoi — e^eal bien dr6le — Monseigneur, what say you?" — 

How Count Cordon Bleu 

Declared he « thought so too;" — 
How the Colonel affirm'd that " the case was quite new ;" — 

How the Captains and Majors 

Began to lay wagers 
How far the Ghost part of the story was true ; — 
How, at last, when ask'd " What was the best thing to do ?" 
Ererybody was silent, — for nobody knew ! — 
And how, in the end, they said, << No one could deal 
With the matter so well, from his prudence and zeal. 
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As the Gentleman who was the first to rereal 
This strange story — tIz. Hippolyte Hector Aehille 
Alphonse Stanislaas Emile de Grandville!" 

I need scarcely relate 

The plansj little and great» 
Which came into the Cheyalier Hippolyte's pate. 
To rescue his friend from his terrible foes, 
Those mischieyoos Imps, whom the world, I suppose 
From extrayagant notions respecting their hue. 
Has strangely agreed to denominate ** Blue," 
Inasmuch as his schemes were of no more ayail 
Than those he had, early in life, found to fail, 
When he stroye to lay salt on soine little bird's taU. 

In yain did he try 

With strong waters to ply 
His friend, on the ground that he neyer could spy 
Such a thing as a Ghost, with a drop in his eye ; 
St Foil never would drink now unless he was dry ; 
Besides, what the yuljgar call " sucking the monkey" 
Has much less effect on a man when he 's funky. 
In yain did he striye to detain him at table 
Till his " dark hour" was over — he never was able. 

Save once, when at Mess, 

With that sort of address 
Which the British call <* Humbug," and Frenchmen " Finesse,^ 
(It's *^ Blarney" in Irish — I don't know the Scotch,) 
He fell to admiring his friend's English watch.* 

He examined the face. 

And the back of the case, , 
And the young Lady's portrait there, done on enamel, he 
" Saw by the likeness was one of the family ;" 

Cried *^Superbe! — Magnifiquer 

(With his tongue in his cheek) — 
Then he opened the case, just to take a peep in it, and 
Seized the occasion to pop back the minute-hand. 

* " Tompion'g, J presume I" — Fa&quhab. 
3 
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With a demi-«oii^^, and a shrug, and a grin, he 
Returns the bifou and — e'est une affaire finie — 
'<I'ye done him," thinks he, '< now, I'll wager a guinea!" 

It happened that day 

They were aH rery gay, 
'Twas the Ghrand Manarque^i birthday-— that is, 'twas St. Louis's, 
Which in Catholic countries, of course, they would yiew as his-^ 

So when Hippolyte saw 

Him about to withdraw. 
He cried, " Come — ^that won't do, my fine fellow, St. Foix, — 
Qiye us fiye minutes longer and drink Vive le Rou** 

Fran9ois Xayier Auguste, 

Without any mistrust 
Of the trick that was play'd, drew his watch from his fob, 
Just {^anced at the hour, then agreed to << hob-nob," 

Fiird a bumper, and rose 

With *^ Messieurs, I propose — " 
He paused — ^his blanched lips fail'd to utter the toast! 
'Twas eleven! — he thought it half-past ten at most — 
Ey'ry limb, nerye, and muscle grew stiff as a post, — • 

His jaw droppM — his eyes 

Swell'd to twice their own size — 
And he stood as a pointer would stand — at a Ghost ! 
— Then shriek'd, as he fell on the floor like a stone. 
** Ah 1 Sister Therose ! now — do let me alone 1" 



It's amazing by sheer perseyerance what men do, — 
As water wears stone by the " Scepe Cadendo,** 
If they stick to Lord Somebody's motto, ** Agendo ! 
Was it not Robert Bruce ? — I declare I Ve forgot. 
But I think it was Robert — you'll find it in Scott — 
Who, when cursing Dame Fortune, was taught by a Spider, 
'< She 's sure to come round, if you will but abide her." 
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Tben another great Rob. 

Callod ** White-headed Bob,'* 
Whom I once saw receiTe such a thuinp on th« "noh" 
From a fiat which might almost an clepliaiit brain, 
That I real! J believod, at the first, he was slain. 
For ho la J like a log on hia back on tb« plidn, 
Till a gentleman present accuatom'd to trains 
Drew out v, small lancet, and opened it yein 
Jost helow Mb loft eye, Trhich relieving the paSn, 
He stood up, like a tnnnp, -with an air of dlidain. 

While his "backer" was fain^ 

— For he could not refrain — 
(He was dress' d in pea-green, with a pin and gold chain. 
And I think I heard somebody call Kim ** Squire Hayne,") 
To -whisper ten teords one shonld always retain, 

^"TaKE a 9VCK AT THB LEMON, AWW AT HIM AflAIN ! H" 

A hint ne'er ^nrpasa'd, thongh thus spoken at random. 
Since Teucer's apostrophe — Ml despertmdum ! — 
*— Grandville aioted on it, and ordered Ma TandenL 

He had heard St Foix say/ 

That no very great way 
From NomnT waa a snag little town ealted Grandprri, 
Near which, a few miles from the banks of the Maese, 
Dwelt a pretty twin-sister of poor dear Therfe&e, 
Of the same age, of course^ the game father, the same mother^ 
And ae like to Therese as one pea to another ; 
* She liY*d with her Mamma^ 

Hairing lost her Papa, 
Late of contraband ^thnaps an unlicensed distiller. 
And her name was Des MouUns (in English, l^fiss MiU^]. 

Now, though Hippolyte Hector 

Could hardly expect her 
To feel much regard for her sister's " protector," 
When she 'd seen him so shamefally leave and neglect herf 
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Still, he very well knew 

In this world there are few 
But are ready much Christian forgiTcness to shew, 
For other folk's wrongs — if well paid so to do — 
And he 'd seen to what aets ** Be$ angufta^* compel htaux 
And helUij whose affairs hare once got out at elbows. 
With the magic effect of a handful of crowns 
Upon people whose pockets boast nothing but '* browns f 

A few front* well applied 

He 'd no donbt would decide 
liiss Agnes Des Moulins to jump up and ride 
As far as head-quarters, next day, by his side ; 
For the distance was nothing, to speak by comparison, 
To the town where the Mousquetaires now lay in garrison ; 

Then he ihoug^ty by the aid 

Of a yeil, and gown made 
like those worn by the lady his friend had betray'd. 
They might dress up Miss Agnes so like to the Shade, 
Which he fancied he saw, of that poor injured maid. 
Gome each night> with her pale face, his guilt to upbraid ; 
That if once introduced to his room, thus anray'd. 
And then unmasked as soon as she^d long enougb stay'd, 
'Twould be no Tory difficult task to persuade 
Him the whole was a scurvy trick, cleyeriy played, 
Out of spite and revenge, by a mischieTous jade ! 

With respect to the scheme — ^though I do not call that a gem— 
Still I 're known soldiers adopt a worse stratagem. 
And that, too, among the decided approvers 
Of General Sir Pavid Dundas's <* Manoeuvres.*' 

There's a proverb, however, 

I*ve always thought clever, 
Which my Grandmother never was tired of repeating 
«*The proof of the Pudding is found in the eating I ** 
We shall see, in the sequel, how Hector Achille 
Had mixM up the suet and plums for Ais meal. 
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The night had set in ; — 'twas a dark and a gloomy one;— 
Off went St Foiz to his chamber ; a roomy one, 

Five stories high, 

The first floor from the sky^ 
And lofty enough to afford great facility 
For playing a game, with the yonthful nobility 

Of "crack corps" a deal in 

Kequest, when they're feeling, 
In dnll country quarters, ennm on them stealing ; 

A wet wafer's applied 

To a 8i:q>ence's side, 
Then it's spun with the thumb up to stick on the ceiling; 
Intellectual amusement^ which custom allows old troops, — 
I 'ye seen it here practised at home by our Household troops. 

He'd a table, and bed, 

And three chairs; and all's said. — 
A bachelor's barrack, where'er you discern it, you're 
Sure not to find oyerburthen'd with furniture. 

Fran9ois ^yier Auguste looked and bolted his door^ 
With just the same caution he 'd practised before ; 

Littie he knew 

That the Count Cordon Bleu, 
With Hector AchUle, and the Sieujr de la Boue, 
Had been up there before him, and drawn ey'ry serew I 

And now comes the moment — the watches and clocks 

AH point to eleven !• — the bolts and the locks 

Give way — and the party turn out their bag-fox I— . 

With a step noiseless and light. 

Though half in a fright, 
*« A cup in her left hand, a draught in her right," 
In her robe long and black, and her veil long and white 
Ma'amselle Agnes des Moulins walks in as a sprite I — 

She approaches the bed 

With the same silent tread 
Just as though she had been at least half a year dead ! 
8* 
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Then seating herself on the " rush-bottom'd chair," 
Throws a cold stony glance on the Black Monsquetaire. 

If you're one of the *♦ play-going public," kind reader, 
And not a Morayian or rigid Seceder, 
You've seen Mr. Kean, 
I mean in that scene 
Of Macbeth, — by some thought the crack one of the piece. 
Which has been so well painted by Mr. M'Clise, — 
When he wants, after having stood up^to say grace,* 
To sit down to his haggis, and can't find a place ; 
Tou remember his stare 
At the high-back'd arm-chair, 
Where the Ghost sits that nobody dse knows is there, 
And how, after saying " What man dares I dare I" 
He proceeds to declare 
He should not so much care 
If it came in the shape of a »* tiger" or "bear," 
But he don't like it shaking its long gory hair ! 
While the obstinate Qhost, as determined to braye him, 
With a horrible grin. 
Sits, and cocks up his chin. 
Just as though he was asking the tyrant to shave him. 
And Lennox and Rosse 
Seem quite at a loss 
If they ought to go on with their sheep's head and sauce ; 
And Lady Macbeth looks uncommonly cross, 
And says in a huff 
It's all "Proper stuJf!"— 
All this you'll have seen, Beader, often enough; 
So, perhaps 'twill assist you in forming some notion 
Of what must have been Fran9ois Xavier's emotion 
If you fancy what troubled 
Macbeth to be douhUd, 

* May good digestion irait on appetite, 
And health on both.— Jfaetetft. 
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Andf inatead of one Banq^o to stiure m Mb foOQ 
Withoat *' apecnlatioiij" suppose lie'd a brtscel 

I wiali I^d poor Fusell's pGncll, who ne^er I bel- 
ieve wofl e:sceftd<Ki in painting the terrible. 

Or that of Sir Joshua 

Rojuoldsj who -was so a- 
droit in depieting it — mde hia pie<;e 
Deacriptiv© of Cardinal Beaufort*3 deceaBe^ 

Where that prelate i^ lying 

De^idodlj- djing, 

With the King and his ntiV^ 

Standing just at his feet, 
And Mn handS; aa Bame Qaickly sajs, f ambling the sheet, 
While, clo3e at his ear, with the air of a scomer, 
** Bub J, middling," Old Nick^e grinning np in the comer. 
But pain ting *s an art I confess I am raw in, 
The fact is^ I never took lessons in drawing, 

Had I done so, instead 

Of jthe linos yon hare road, 
Vd have giv*n yon a sketch should have fiird yon with dnad ; 
Pransob Xavier Angustc squatting up in his bed* 

His hands Tridoly spread^ 

His complexion like lead^ 
Ey'iy hair that he has standing np on bis head, 
Afl when, Agnes des Moulins first catching his Tiew, 
Now right, and now left, rapid glances he tbrcw, 
Then shriek'd with a wild and nTiearthly halloo, 

" Mon Dim ! v^ln deux ! i 

By the Pop* thebe abb two lit" 

He fell back — one long aspiration he drew. 

In flew Dc la Rone, 

And Count Cordon Bleu, 
PommadeT Pommo-do-terre, and the rest of their crew. 
He stirr'd not, — ^he spoke not.^ — be none of them knew. 
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And Aehille cried ''Odiooks! 
I fear, by his looks, 
Oar friend, Frftn9oi8 Xayier, has popp'd oft the hooks !" 

'Twas too true 

MMeureuxN 
It was done I — he had ended his earthlj career, — 
He had gone oif at once irith a flea in his ear ; 
—The Black Monsquetaire was as dead as Small-beer ! I 

A moral more in point I sparoe could hope 

Than this, from Mr. Akxander Pope. 

If eyer chance should bring some Comet gay. 

And pious Blaid, — as, possibly, it may, — 

From Knightsbridge Barracks, and the shades sereaa 

Of Clapham Rise, as far as Kensal Green ; 

O'er-some pale marble when they join their heads 

To kiss the falling tears each other sheds ; 

0}lI may they pause 1 — and think, in silent awe. 

He, that he reads the words, << Ci gii St. Foix!" 

She, that the tombstone which, her eye surreys 

Bears this sad line, — HU jaeet Scbut Tkerut !" 

Then shall they sigh, and weep, and murmuring say, 

** Oh I may we neyer play such tricks as they !"^^ 

And if at such a time some Bard there be, 

Some sober Bard, addicted much to tea 

And sentimental song — like Ingoldsby — 

If such there be— who sings and sips so well, 

Let him this sad, this tender story tell ! 

Wam'd by the tale, the gentle pair shall boast^ 

« I We 'scaped the Broken Heart I" -^ « and I the Ghost I ! " 
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The next in order of these **kys of many lauds'* 
refers to a a period far earlier in point of date, and hti 
' for its scene the banks of what our Teutonic friends 
are woofc to call their ^*own imperial Riyer !" The 
incidents which it records afford sufficient proof (and 
these are days of demonstration )j that a propensity to 
flirtatioa is not confined to age or country^ and that itt 
Gonscqaences were not less disastrous to the mail-elad 
Ritter of the dark ages than to the silken courtier of 
the seventeenth century. The whole narrative bears 
about it the stamp of trnth^ and from the papers among 
which it was discovered I am inclined to think it mnal 
have been picked up by Sir Peregrine in the course of 
one of his valetudinary visits to ''The German Spa." 



SIR RUPERT THE FEARLESS. 

A LEGEND OF GERMANY. 

SiE Efpeut the Fearless^ a gallant yotmg knight^ 
Was equally ready to tipple or fight, 

Crack a crown, or a bottle, 

Cut sjrloin, or throttle; 
Ip brief, or as Htime Bays, ** to exun up the tottle," 
Unstaln'd hy dishonour, unsidlicd by fear. 
All ilia neighbours prosouDced him ^preux chevalier. 

Deapite these perfections, corporeal and mental, 
He had one alight defect, yiz. a rather lean rental ; 
Besides, as -lis own'd tliere arc spots in the sun. 
So it mnat be coBfe?s*d that Sir Rupert had one ; 
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IMng rattier nnthinking. 

He 'd scarce sleep a innk in 
A nif^t, bat addict himself sadly to drinking, 

And wl^at moralists say, 

Is as naughty — to play, 
To Rouge et Noir, Hazard, Short Whist, Eearti; 
tnil these, and a few less defensible ftwoies 
Brought the Knight to the end of his slender 

When at length through his boozing, 

And tenants revising 
Their rents, swearing « times were so bad they were losing,'* 

His steward said, «0, sir, 

It's some time ago, sir, 
Binoe anght through my hands reaoh'd the baker or grocer, 
And the tradesmen in general are grown great eomplainers." 
Sir Rupert the brare thus addressed his retainers : 

*^ My friends, since the stock 

Of my father's old hock 
Is out, with the Kurohwasser, Barsac, Moselle, 
And we 're fairly reduced to the pump and the well, 

I presume to suggest, 

We shall all find it best 
For each to shake hands with his fHends ere he goes, 
Mount his horse, if he has one, and — follow his nose 

As to me, I opine, 

Left tant money or wine. 
My best way is to throw myself into the Rhine, 
Where pitying travelers may sigh, as they cross over, 
'Though he liyed a roui, yet he died a philosopher.' " 

The Knight, having bow'd out his friends thus politelj^ 
Got into his skiir, the full moon shining brightly. 

By the light of whose beam. 

He soon spied on the stream 
A dame, whose complexion was fair as new cream ; 
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Vr^itj pink silken hose 

CoTer'd ankks and toes. 
In other respects slie was scanty of clothes ; 
For, m B&y& tradition, both it ritteti jLnd oralp 
Her one garment was loop'd up with buuohes of coraL 



Full sweetly eh@ sang to a sparMing gnitar. 
With BilTcr chords stretch'd oyer Derbjehira spar, 

And she smiled on the Knight, 

WhOf amazed at the sight. 
Boon found his astonishment met^ed in deligbt ; 

But the stream by degrees 

Now rose up to her knees, 
Till at length it iuTaded her very chemise, 
Wbile the hearenlj strain, as tbe waye seemed to awallow her, 
And slowly she sank, sounded fainter and hollower ; 

-dumping up in his boat 

And discarding his coat, 
"Here goes," cried Sir Eupert, "by jingo I'll follow her!" 
Then into the water he plunged with a souse 
That was heard quite distinctly hy those in the house* * 



«l 



Bown, down, forty fathom and more from the brink, 
Sir Enpert the Fearless continues to sink. 

And, as downward he goes, 

Still the cold water flows 
Through his ears, and his eyes, and his month, and his none, 
^ill the mm and the brandy he 'd swallowed since lunch 
Wanted nothing hut lemon to ill him with punch ; 
Borne minutes elapsed aince he entered the flood, 
£re his heels touch' d the bottom, and Btuek in the mnd« 

But oh! what a sight 
Met the eyes of the Knight^ 
When he stood in the depth of the stream bolt upright! — 
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A grand stalactite hall, 

Like the cave of Fingal, 
Bose abore and about iiim ; — great fishes and small 
Came thronging aronnd him, regardless of danger, 
•And seem'd all agog for a peep at the stranger. 

Their figures and forms to describe, language fai]»~ 
They 'd snch tvj odd heads^ and such rery odd tails ; 
Of their genns or species a sample to gain, 
Ton would ransack all Hungerford market in rain ; • 

E'en the famed Mr. Myers, 

Would scarcely find buyers, 
Though hundreds of passengers doubtless would stop 
To stare, were such monsters ei^sed in his shop. 

But liiHe reck'd Bupert these queer-looking brutes. 

Or the efts and the newts 

That erawrd up his boots, 
For a sight, beyond any of which I Ve made mention, 
In a moment completely absorbed his attention. 
A huge crystal bath, which, with water far clearer 
Than George Bobins' filters, or Thorpe's (which are dearer), 

Have ever distill'd, 

To the stOomit was fill*d, 
Lay stretch'd out before him, — and every nerve thrillM 

As scores of young women 

Were diving and swimming, 
Till the vision a perfect quandary put him in ; — 
All slightly acoutred in gauzes and lawns. 
They came floating about him like so many prawns. 

Sir Bupttrt, who (barring the few peecadilloes 
Alluded to,) ere he leapt into the billows 
Possessed irreproachable morals, began ' 
To feel rather queer, as a modest young man ; 
When forth stepped a dame, whom he recognised iK)on 
A.S the one he had seen by the light of the moon. 
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And lisped, wliile a soft sxaile attended eaob sentmo^ 
** Sir Baperlv I 'n^ ^VPJ to make joqp aoqnaintaaM ; 

My name is Lurline, 

And the ladies yonVe seen. 
All do me the honour to call me their Qaeen ; 
I'm delighted to see you, sir, down in the Rhine here, 
And hnpe yopa can make it conyenient to dine hepa." 

The Knight blnsh'd, and how'd, 
Of sabaqueons beauties, then answer'd aloud: 
<< Ma'am, you do me much honour, — I oannoi expireBB 
The delight I shall feel — if you'll pardon my dress — 
May I yenture to say, when a gentleman jumfMi 
In the river at midnight for want of * the dvof a,' 
He rarely puts on his knee-breeches and pumps ; 
If I could but have goess'd — what I sensibly f^A^ 
Tour politeness — I'd not haye oome m dUkaHlU, 
But haye put on my tilk tights in lieu of my 8tal,'* 
Quoth the lady, " Dear^sir, no ap^oi^ea, pray, 
Ton will take our * pot^lock ' in the fiunily way; 

We ean glye yon a dish 

Of some deeentiah fish. 
And our wat<Br 's thought f airi^ ; but here in the Rhine, 
I can't say we pique ourselyes muoh on our ifine." 

The Knight made a bow more profound than befMre, 

When a Dory-faced page oped the dining-toma deoiv 

And said, bending hie knee, 

Rupert tender'd his arm, led LurHne to her place, 
And a fat little Mer-man stood up and said grace. 

What boots it to tell of the yiaads,' or how she 
Apolo^sed much for their plain water-soucl^. 
Want of Haryey's, and Cross's^ 
. And Burgess's sauces? 
4 ■ 
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Or how Rupert, on his side, protested, by Joye, he 
Preferred his fish plain, without soy or anchovy. 

Suffice it the meal 

Boasted trout, perch, and eel, 
Besides some remarkably fine salmon peel. 
The Knight, sooth to say, thought much less of the fishes 
Than of what they were served on, the massive gold dishes ; 
While his eye, as it glanced now and then on the girls. 
Was caught by their persons much less than their pearls. 
And a thought came across him and caused him to muse, 

<*If I could but get hold 

Of some of that gold, 
I might manage to pay off my rascally Jews !" 

When dinner was done, at a sign to the lasses, 

The table was cleared, and they put on fresh glasses ; 

Then the lady addrest 

Her redoubtable guest ^ 

Much as IHdo, of old, did the pious Bneas, 
** Dear sir, what induced you to come down and see us ?''— 
Bupert gave her a glance most bewitchingly tender, 
XioU'd back in his chair, put his toes on the fender. 

And told her outright 

How that he, a young Knight, 
Had never been last at a feast or a fight ; 

But that keeping good cheer 

Every day in the year, 
And drinking neat wines •all the same as small-beer. 

Had exhausted his rent. 

And, his money all spent. 
How he borrow'd large sums at two hundred per cent. ; 

How they followed — and then, 

The once -civiUest of men, 
Messrs Howard and Gibbs, made him bitterly rue it he 
'd ever raised money by way of annuity ; 
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And, hiB mortf Ages bdng about to fdr«clo^«, 
tlow he jump'd in the river to finish his wuon I 

L^irlinQ was affe<;ted, and own'd, with a tear, 
That a atoiy so mouroful had neVr met hor ear ; 

Bupertf hearing her iiigli, 

Loak'd imcommonly ely^ 
And 8^d, with aetne emphaais^ *^ Ahl miss^ had I 

A few ponndfi of those metala 

You waste here en ketHei, 

Then, Lord ence again 

Of my spaciens domain, 
A free Go ant of the Empire once more I might reign, 

With Lurline at my side. 

My adorable bride, 
(For the par^n should come^ and the knot Uienld be tied} ; 
No conple so bappy on earth shonld be seen 
As Bit Eupert the braye and his charming Lurline ; 
Not that money 's my object — No, hang it ! I Bcora it — 
And as for my rank — but that ^ou *d so adorn it -^ 

I^d abandon it all 

To remain your true thrall, 
And, instead of * the Gr^at,^ be call'd *Kupert the Small {* 
— To gain bnt your smiles, were I Sardanapalus, 
I 'd descend from my throne, ajid be boota at an aleliou*©,"* 

Lurline hung ber bead, 

Tura'd pale, and then red. 
Growing faint at this sudden proposal to wed, 
As diaagh his abniptness, in *' popping the questioii** 
So soon after dinner, disturb' d ber digestion. 

Then, averting her eye, 

With a lOTer-like aigh, 
"Ton are welcome," abe mnrmur'd in tonet most bewitchlnf, 
'•*To every utonsil I liave in nay kitchen I" 

• " BazduUrpAliU" and " Boota," tba Zmm and ^wHr of humaii rndstTv 
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tJpstartod the Kui^^t, 

Half nuMl mtli deUght, 

Round her finely-form'd waist 

He immediately placed 
One arm, which the ladj most closely embraced. 
Of her lily-white fingers the other made capture, 
And he press'd his adored to his bosom witii rapture. 
<< And oh !" he exclaim'd, "let them go catch my skiff, I 
*11 be home in a twinkHng and'back in a jiffy. 
Nor one moment procras^ate longer my journey 
Than to pnt up the banns and kick out the attorney." 

One kiss to her lip, and one squeeze to her hand^ 
And Sir Btipert already was half-way to land, 

For a sonr-yisaged Triton, 

With features would frighten 
Old Nick, caught him up in one hand, though no light one, 
Sprang up through the waves, popp'd him into his funny. 
Which some others already had half-fiU^d with money ; 
In fact, 'twas so heayily laden with ore 
And pearls, *twas a mercy he got it to shore ; 

But Sir Rupert was strong, 

And while pulling along, 
Still he heard, faintly sounding, the water-nymphs' 0<«g. 

LAY OF TRB NAIADB. 

"Away! away! to the mountain's brow. 

Where the castle is darkly frowning; 
And the yassals, all in goodly row, 

Weop for their lord o-drowningl 
Away! away! to the steward's room. 

Where law with its wig and robe is; 
^ Throw us out John Doe and Richard Roe, 

And sweetly we'll tickle their tobies!" 

Hie unearthly yoioes scarce had ceased their yelling^ 
When Rupert reaoh'd Im M baronial dwelliiig. 
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"Wliafc rejoicing was there ! 

How the Yaasftla did stare ! 
The old houaekeeper ptii a clean shirt down to air. 

For she saw by her laisap 

That her mf^ter's was damp^ 
And ghe fear'd he 'd oatch cold, and lumbago, and cramp ; 

Bat, scorning what eh© did, 

The Knight never heeded 
Wet jacket or trtitisersj nor thonght of repininf , 
Since their pockets bad got anch a delioate liniiif . 

But oh I what diamajl 

FiiT'd the tribe of Ca So, 
When thej found he *d the cash, mid intended to pay I 
Away went " coffnovii^" " bills," *' bonds," and " escheats," — 
Enpert cleared off all scores, and took proper receipts. 

Now no more he sends ont 

For pots of brown st^ut, 
Or BchnapSf but resoWea to do henceforth without, 
Abjure from this honr all excess and ehrietj, 
Enrol himself one of a Temp 'ranee Society, 

AU riot es<;hewt 

Begin life anew. 
And new-onshion and bassock the family pew I 
Nay, to strengthen him more in his new mode of Hfe, 
He boldiy delertmucs to take him a wife. 

Now, many would think that the Knight, from a nice sense 
Of honour, should put Lnrline's name in the license, 
And that, for a man of his breeding and qnaliiy, 

To break faith and troths 

Contirm'd hy an oath. 
Is not qmte consistent with rigid morality; 
But whether the nymph was forgot, or he thought her 
From her essence scaKje wife, but at best wife-and-waf er, 
4* 
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And declined as onBoited, 

k bride BO dilated — • 

Be this fts it may, 

He, I 'm sorry to say, 
(For, all things considered, I own 'twas a mm thing,) 
Madej)ropo8als in form to Miss Una Von — somethings 
(Her name lias escaped me,) sole heiress, and niece 
To a highly respectable Justice of Peace. 

" Thride happy ^8 the wooing 
Tbai*8 not long anloingl'' 
So much time is saved in the lulling and eooing-^ 
The ring is now bought, the white faTOun, and gloTes, 
And all the el ceterxt wUeh crown people's lores ; 
Ainagidfieent bride-cake comes home from the baker, 
And lastly appears, from the German Long Acre, 
That shaft which the sharpest in all Cupid's quirer is, 
A plum-coloured coach, and rich Pompadour lireries. 

'Twas a comely sight 

To behold the Knight, 
With his beautiful bride, dress'd all in white, 
And the bridemaids fair with their long laoe yeils^ 
As they all walk'd up to the altar rails. 
While nice little boys, the incense dispensers, 
HarcVd in front with white surplices, bands, and |plt 

With a gracious air, and a smiling look, 

Mess John had open'd his awful book, 

And bad read so &r as to ask if to wed he meant? 

And if ** he knew any just cause or impediment?" 

When from base to turret the castle shook ! 1 1 

Then came a sound of a mighty rain 

Dashing against each storied pane. 

The wind blew loud, 

And a coal-black cloud 
O'ershftdow'd the church, and the party, and crowd; 
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How it &<mld liop|»cii they could not divine, 
Tbe moming btid been bq remarkably ^e I 

Still lihe darkneaa mcreased, till it reaxili'd Btioh a 
Th&t tiie eextDuees li&steii'd to tfixn on the g^ j 
But Jjttrder it potir'd, 
And ttQ thunder roar'd, 
As if heaTCQ and earth w^ire coming together ^ 
None ever had witneea'd euch terrible weather- 
Now louder it eraah'd, 
And tha ligbtmng fiaah^df 
Exciting the feJirs 
Of the Bwoet little deara^ 
In the Teilsj as it danced on the brass chandellef8: 
The parson ran off, though a atont-heart€:d Saxon, 
When he found that a Sash had set ire to hia caxon* * 

Tbough all the rest trembled, as might be esqpeoted, 
Sir Rupert was perfectly cool aiid collected^ 

And eudeaTour*d tc oheer 

His bride, In her ear 
Whispering tenderlj^ <*Pray don't be frightened, my dear; 
8hould It even set fire to the castle^ and bum it, you'r« 
Amply insured, both for buildings and fumitiire/* 

But now, from without, 
5 ^ A truatworthj' scout 

Rufih'd hurriedly iu, 

Wet through to the sHn, 
Tuforming hia master " the river was ri&ing, 
And flooding the grounda in a way quite bdi^ rising." 

Ho 'd no time to &ay more, 

For already the roar 
Of the waters waa heard aa they reach'd the churehHloc 
While, high on the first wave that roU'd in, was seeiL| 
Biding proudly^ the form of the angry Lurliue i 
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And «n might obmnre, hj her glance fierce uid itonij. 
She was stong by the tpretm injuria formct. 

What she said to the Knight, what she said to the bride. 
What she said to the ladies who stood by her side, 
What she said to the nice little boys in white clothes. 
Oh, nobody mentions, — for nobody knows ; 
For the roof tumbled in, and the walls tumbled out, 
And the folks tumbled down, all confiEun<m and roat, 

The rain kept on pouring, 

The flood kept on roaring, 
The billows and water-nymphs roll*d more and more in ; 

Ere the close of the day 

All was clean wash'd away— 
One only surriyed who could hand down the newt, 
A little olcT woman that open'd the pews ; 

She was borne off, but stuck. 

By the greatest good luck. 
In an oak-tree, and there she hung, crying and screaming, 
And saw all the rest swaUow'd up the wild stream in ; 

In yain, all the week, 

Did the fishermen seek 
For the bodies, and poke in each cranny and creek ; 

In yain was their search 

After aught in the church. 
They caught nothing but weeds, and perhaps a few perch ; 

The Humane Society 

Tried a yariety 
Of methods, and brought down, to drag for the wreck, tackled, 
But they only fiqh'd np the clerk's tortoise-shell spectacles. 

Moral. 

This tale has a moral. Te youths, oh, beware 
Of liquor, and how you run after the fair ! 
Shun playing at $hcTt» — ayoid quarrels and jars — 
And don't take to smoking those nasty cigars t 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BIR RUPERT fira FEARLESS. -^ 

— Let no rmi of bad-Inck, or despair for some JeweBS-«yed 

Dflmsol, induce jou to contemplate auiqide ! 

DonH sit up iiin<:h later than ten or eleven ! — * 

Be np in the morning by half after sevQu ] 

Keep from flirting — nor risk, wam'd by Rupert's miscftrriage^ 

An action for breach of a promise of miLrriagG ; — 

Don't fancy odd fishes I 

Don't prig aiWer disbes^I 
And to sum np the whole^ in the shortest phrase I know, ' 
BiWABS or tH£ Ehijte^ a^d ta££ qar£ of tdb EhlnoI 



fWiwSi » >rtj ^ Si^h*>fWV W ''>^fwV'JV^ 



And now for "Sunny Italy," — ^the "Land of tbe 
an forgotten brave/' — the land of bine ekieg and blaek- 
eyed Signoras. — I cannot discover from any recorded 
memoranda tliat " Uncle Perry" was ever in Yenice, 
even in Carnival time — that he ever saw Oarrick in 
Shylock I do not belieTe^ and am satisfied that he knew 
nothing of Sbakspeare^ a circumstance that would by no 
means disqualify bim from publishing an edition of that 
Poet's worke. I can only conclude thatj in tbe course 
of bia Continental wanderings^ Sir Peregrine bad either 
read, or beard of tbe following history, especially as he 
famishes m with some particulars of the eventual dei- 
tination of his dramatu pe^-sontB which the Bard of 
Avon baa omitted. If this solution be not accepted ^ I 
can only say, with Mr. Puff, tbat probably '' two men 
hit upon tbe same idea, and Sbakspeare made ufie of il 
firat" 
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

A LEGEND QV ITALY. 

• • 'Pf Um HeKhant of VeniM then ara two ito •OltkNU te IMO, OM 
\j Hcjcf and the other hj BobmrU. The Duke of DeTOiuhlre and Loid 
Tnacis Xgerton hare eoplee of the edition by Heyei^ and tkqf eory import 



• * * It mnit be acknowledged that flUf ia a rtrj maj and happy « 
tkm, whieh doea not admit of a moment* ■ donbt or diipnte. 

* * * Beaden in fmeral are not at all aware of the tio iueiMe thej hare 
In many oaiea been aeooatomed to reeatre aa the genuine text of Shak- 
qpearel 

Seatom /br a new edition </ Shak^ear^t Wurkt, iy /. JRxyiM CUKtr. 

I BiLisYB tbere are few 

Bnt have heard of a Jew, 
Named Shylock, of Venice, as arrant a " Screw '* 
In money transactions, as ever you knew ; 
An exorbitant miser, who never yet lent 
A duoat at less than three hundred per cent. 
Insomuch that the yeriest spendthrift in Venice, 
Who 'd take no more care of his pounds than his pennies. 
When pressed for a loan, at the very first sight 
Of his terms, would back out, and take refuge in FligM, 
It is not my purpose to pause and inquire 
If he might not, in managing thus to retire. 
Jump out of the frying-pan into the fire ; 
Suffice it, that folks would have nothing to do. 
Who could possibly help it, with Shylock the Jew. . 

But, however discreetly one cuts and contrives. 

We 've been most of us taught, in the course of our fives, 

That " Needs must when the Elderly Gentleman drives!" 

(46) 
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In proof of ihiM rule, 

A tliouglitleas joung fool, 
BassaJaio, a Lord of the Tom-noddy school, 
Who, by showuag at Operas, Balla, Playa, and Court, 
A '■* swelling" (Pajno Collier would read **swilliiig") ''port," 
And invitrng his friends to dino, breakfast^ and ei^pj 
Had shrunk Ms ''weak QLeau^,'^ and was ** atnmp'd" and ''hard 

Took occasion to send 

To his Teiy good Mend 
Antonio, a merchant whose wealth had no end, 
Ajid who 'd often before had the kindness to lend 
Him large sums, on his note, which be 'd managed to spend. 

'* Antonio," said he, 

*^ Now hsten to me : 
I've jnBt hit on a scheme which, I think, yon*H agree, 
AH matters considerM, is no had design^ 
And which, if it ancceeds, wiU smt yotup book and mine« 

" In the first place, you know all the money I've got, 
Time and often, from yon haa been long gone to pot. 
And in making those loans yon haTO made a bad shot; 
Kow do as the hoys do when, shooting at sparrows 
And tom-tits, they chance to lose one of thdr arrows, 
— Shoot another the same way — I *U watoh well its traet. 
And, turtle to tripe^ I 'H bring both of them back i -^ 

So hst to mj plan, 

And do what you can 
To attend to and second it, that's a good man t 

** There's a Lady, young, handsome beyond all compare, at 
A place ttiey call Belmont, whom, when I was there, at 
The suppers and parties my friend Lord Mountferrat 
Was giTing last season, we all used to stare at. 
Then, si to her wealth, her Solicitor told mine, 
BesideB vast estates, a pearl-fishery, and gold mine. 
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Her iron strong b<a 

Seems bursting its locks, 
It's stuiTd so with shares in < Grand Jnnctioas * and < Dboks,'. 
Not to speak of the atoney she's got in the Stoeks, 

Frenoh, Dnteh, and Bratifian, 

Oohimbiaii, and Chilian, 
In SngHdi Exeheqmr-bilb ftall half a niffion, 
Not * kites,' mannfactured to cheat and inveigle, 
Bat the right sort of < flimsy,' mS sign*d by Monteagle. 
Then I know not how much in Caaal-fihares and Baalways, 
And more speculations I need not detail, ways 
Of vesting whkh, if not so safe as some think 'em, 
ConlKib«*e a deal to improTing one's incosM ; 

In short, she 's a Mint ! 

— ^Now I say, deuce is in't 
If, with an my experience, I can't take a hint, 
And her * eye's speechless messages,' plainer than print 
At the time that I told you of, know tram a squint 

In short, my dear Tony, 

My trosly old crony. 
Do stump up three thousand once more as a loan -7 1 
Am sure of my game — though, of course, there are bruteSi 
Of an sorts and sizes, prefening their suits 
To her, you may caO the Italian Miss Coatta, 
Tet Portia — she 's named from that daughter of Gato's— 
Is not to be snapp'd up like little potatoes. 

And I have not a doubt 

I shan rout eyery lout 
Ere you'n'whisper Jack Robinson — tat them aU oui-~ 

Surmount every barrier, 

Garry her, marry her! 
^^Then hey 1 my M Tony, when once fairly noosed. 
For her Thvee^d-a-half per Cents— New and Reduc'df* 

With a wink of his eye 
His frioid made reply 
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In his jocnlar maimer, sly, caustic, and dry, 
** Still the same boy, Bassanio — never say * die M 
—Well— I hardly know liow l shall do 't, but 111 try,— 
Don^t suppose my affiiirs arc at all In a baah, 
But ih<^ fact is, at present I ^m quite out c^f tikuh i 
The bulk of my property, merged in rich cargoes, la 
Tossing abont, aei you know, in my Argosies^ 
Tending, of coarse, niy reaources to crippk,^! 
're one bonnd to England, — another to Tripoli — 
Cypma -^ Masnlipalam — and Bombay ;— * 

A sixth, by the way, 

I consigned t'other day, 
To Sir Qregor M'Gregor, Cacique of Poyaia, 
A country wbere silver ^u ns common a^ clay. 

Meantime, till they tack, 

And comC; aome of them^ hack, 
What with Oufitom-houae duties^ and bills falling due, 
My account with Jones, Loyd, and Co., looks rather blue ; 
Tlfhile, as for the * ready,' I 'm like a Church-mouse, — 
I really don't think there 'b five pounda in the bouae. 

But no matter for that, 

Let me just get my hat. 
And my new eilk umbrella that standi on the mat, 
And wo '11 go forth at once to the market^ we two,^ 
And try what my credit in Venice can do ; 
I stand well on 'Change, and, when all 'b said and done, I 
I>on*t donbt I shall got it for love or for money." 

They were going to go. 

When, lo I down below. 
In the street, they heard soraobody CTjiag, '*Old Clo*l" 
^ " By the Pope, there - & the man for onr purpose ! — I knew 
Wo sboTlld not have to aearcb long* Solanio, run yon, 
— Solajino,^ — qui^?ki — haste I ere he get out of yiew, 
And catl in that scoundrel, old Shy lock the Jtwl" 
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With a pack, 

like a sack 
Of old clothes at Mis back, 
And three hata on his head, Shylock came in a crack, 
Saying, " Rest yon fair, Signer Antonio ! — yat, pray, 
Blight your rorship be pleashed for to Tant in ma yay?* 

—."Why, ffliyloek, although, 

As yon rery well know, 
I am what tbey call * warm,' — pay my way as I go, 
And, as to myself, neither borrow nor lend, 
I can break through a mle, to oblige an old fiiend ; 
And that's the case now — Lord Bassanio would raise 
Some three thousand dueats — well, — knowing yonr ways, 
And that nought 's to be got from yon, say what one will* 
Unless yon Ve a conple of names to the bill. 

Why, for once, 111 pnt mine to it. 

Yea, seal and sign to it — 
Now, then, old Sinner, let's hear what yon 11 say 
As to * doing* a bill at three months from to-day ? 
Three thousand gold ducats, mind — all in good bags 
Of hard m<mey — no sealing-wax, dippers, or rags V* 

•« — ^Vell, ma tear,** says the Jew, 

<a'll see Tat I can do! 
But Mishter Antonio, hark you, tish funny 
Tou say to me, 'Shylock, ma tear, ve'd haye money I' 

Ven you yery yell knows 

How you shpit on ma clothes. 
And use naughty yords — caU me Bog— and ayouch 
Bat I put too much inf resht py half in ma pouch, 
And yhile I, like de resht of ma tribe, shrug and crouch. 
You find fault mit ma pargains, and say I 'm a Smoneh. 

— Veil! — no matters, ma tear, — 

Von yord in your ear I 
I 'd be friends xnit you bote — and to make dat appear. 
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Vy, 1 11 find jou de moniea aa soon aa you Till, 
Only Ton littel joke musht be ptit in d« pill ; 

Ma tear, you nmaht say, 

If on eucb and eucii day 
Such sum or sucli smaa, jou shall fail to repay^ 
I Bball cut There I like, as de pargain ia pi^kcs, 
A fair pound of your fleah — chest "by vay of a joke." 

So novel a clause 

Caused Bassanio to pause; 
But Antonio, Hke moat of those sage " Jolinny Kava" 

Who care not three strawa 

About Lawyers or Laws, 
And think cheaply of ** Old Father Antic/* because 
They haTc never experienced a gripe from liis ckwa, 
"Pooh pooh'd " the whole thing. — " Let the Smouch ha?© hia 
way — 

Why, what care I, pray» 

For his penalty? — ^Nay^ 
It'll a forfeit he 'd never eipect me to pay; 

And, come what may 

I hardly need say 
My shipa will be back a full month ere the day." 
So, anxious to see hia friend off on his journey, 
And thinking the whole but a paltry concern, he 

Affix'^d with all speed 

Ilia name to a deed, 
Duly stampM and drawn up by a sliarp Jew attorney. 
Thus again fuinish'd forth, Lord Bassanio, instead 
Of gquandering the cash, after giving one pprcad, 
With fiddling and masques, at the Saracen's Head, 

In the morning *^ made play," 

And without more delay, 
Started off in the steam-boat for Behnont next day. 

But scareely had he 

From die harbour got free, 
And left the Lagunes for the broad open sea^ 
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Ere the 'Change and Rialto both rung with the news 
That he 'd carried off more than mere cash from the JeVi. 

Though Shylock was old, 

And, if rolling in gold, 
Was as ugly a dog as you 'd wish to behold, 
For few in his tribe 'mongst their Levis and Moseses 
Sported so Jewish an eye, beard, and nose as his, 
Still, whatever the opinions of Horace and s<Mne be, 
Yonr aqitUa generate sometimes Golumbofj* 
lake Jephthah, as Hamlet says, he *d '< one fair danghter. 
And eyery gallant, who caught sight of her, thought her 
A jewel — a gem of the very first water; 

A great many soi^ht her. 

Till one at last caught her, 
And, npsettftg all that the Rabbis had taught her. 
To feelings so tmly reciprocal brought her, 

That the very same night 

Bassanio thought right 
To ^ve an his old friends that farewell '* inrite," 
And while Shylock was gone there to feed out of spite. 
On <* wings made by a tailor" the damsel took fli^t 

By these . " wings " I *d express 

A grey duffle dress. 
With brass badge and muffin cap, made, as by rule. 
For an upper class boy in^the Natioinal School. 
Jessy ransack'd the bouse, popp'd her breeks on, and when so 
Disguised, bolted off with her beau — one Lorenso, 
An " Unthrift," who lost not a moment in whisking 

Ket into the boat. 

And was fairiy afloat 
Bre her Pa had got rid of the smell of the griskin. 
Next day, while old Shylock was making a racket, 
And threatening how well he *d dust every man's jacket 
Who 'd helped her in getting abroad of the packet, * 

* Nee imbellem feroces 
pTogeneraat aqnilae oolomtem.— Iloa. 
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Bft^samo at Belmont waj capering &nd pi-anciiig, 
And iKiwing, and s<!raping, and Binging^ and dancings 
Making eyes at Miss Portia, and doing his best 
To perform th« polito, and to cut out the rest ; 
And, if left to herself, he no donbt had succeeded. 
For none oT them waltz'd so genteelly as h& did ; 

But an obstacle lay. 

Of some weight, in hia way, 
The defiiBct Mr. ?, yrho iras now tnm'd to clay, 
Had been an odd man, and, though all for the best he m«ftntr 
Iieft bnt a queer sort of *^ Last will and t^stament^" — 

Bequeathing her hand. 

With her houses and land, 
&o., from motiTes on© don^t imderstand. 
Am sfee r^T'renced liia memory, and valued his blessing, 
To liim who shonld turn out the best hand at guessing I 

Like a good girl, she did 

Just what she was bid ; 
In one of three caskets her picture she bid, 
And elapp'd a conundrum a-top of each lid. 

A couple of Princes, a black and a white one. 

Tried first, but they both fail'd in choosing the right one. 

Another from Naples* who shoe'd hm own horees ; 

A French Lord, whose graces might Tie with Count D'Orsay's;- 

A young English Baron ; — a Scot^ih Peer Ma neighbour i — 

A dull dnmken Saxon, all mustache and sabre ; — 

All followed, and all had tlieir pains for their labour, 

Bassanio came last chappy man be his dole I 

Put bis conjuring cap on, — consider*d the whole, — 

Th& gold put aside as 

Mere ''hard food for Midas," 

The silver bade trudge 

As a "pale common drudge i'* 
Then choosing the little lead box in the middle, 
Came plump on the picture, and fonnd out the riddle. . . 
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Now joa*re not snch a goose as to think, I dare saj, 
Gentle Reader, that all this was done in a day, 

Any more than the dome 

Of St. Peter's at Rome 
Was built in the same space of time ; and, in fact, 

Whilst Bassanio was doing 

His billing and cooing. 
Three months had gone by ere he reach'd the fifth act; 
Meanwhile that nnforton^te bill became due. 
Which his Lordship had almost forgot, to the Jew, 

And Antonio grew 

In a deuce of a stew, 
For he could not cash up, spite of all he could do ; 
(The bitter old Israelite would not renew), 
What with contrary winds, storms, and wrecks, and embargoes, 

his 
Funds were all stopp'd, or gone down in his argoriee, 
None of the set having come into port, 
And Shylock's attorney was moying the Court 
For the forfeit supposed to be set down in sport. 

The serious news 
. Of this step* of the Jew's, 
And his fix'd resolution all terms to refuse, 
Gave the newly-made Bridegroom a fit of ** the Blues,*' 
Especially, too, as it came from the pen 
Of his poor friend himself on the wedding-day, — then. 
When the Parson had scarce shut his book up, and when 
The Clerk was yet uttering the final Ameji. 

''Dear Friend,*' it continued, << all's up with me*- 1 

Have nothing on earth now to do but to die ! 

And, as death clears all scores, you're no longer my debtor,* 

I should take it as kind 

Could you come — never mindrr- 
If your love don't persuade you, why,— don't let thi^ letter T' 
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I hardly need say this was scarcely read o'er 

Ero a post-chaiae and four 

Was brought roiind to the door, 
And Bassanio, though^ doubtless, ho thought it a bore, 
GftTC hiB lad J one kiss^ and then Btarte^l at score^ 

But scarce in his flight 

Had ho got out of sight 
Ere Porda^ addressing ft groom, said, " My lad, yon a 
Journey must take on the instant to Padua ; 
Find out there Beflario^ a Doctor of Xiaws, 
Wbo^ lik« Follctt, Is ]ie?er left out of a cause, 

And giTe him this note^ 

Which I've hastily wrote, 
Take the papers ie ^11 give you — then push for the ferry 
Below, where I 'H meet you — you *11 do ^t in a wherry, 
If yon can ''t And a boat on the Brenta with sails to it — 
~^tay, bring his gown too, and wig with three taik to iV 

Giovanni (that 's Jack) 

Brought out Ills hack, 
Made a bow to Ms Dustrcss, then jump ^d on its bacJt, 
Put hia hand to his hat, ajid was off in a crack. 
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The Signora soon foflow'd, horself, taking, m ber 
Own escort Nerisao, her maid, and Bolthosar. 

* # * # * * # 

** The Court is prepared, the Lawyers are mdtj 

The Judges aU ranged, a terrible show f 
Aa Captain Macheatb says^ — and when one ^8 in debt| 

The sight's as i^pleasant a one as I know» 
Yet still not so bad after all, I suppose^ 
As if, when one cannot discharge what one owes;, 
They should bid people cut off one^s toes or one's ao&e { 
Yet here, a worse fate, 
Stands Antonio^ of late 
A Mcrcliftnt, might ^e e^en with Princea in state. 
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WiUi his waistcoat tmbnttoii'd, prepared for the Vnife, 
Which, in taking a pound of llesli, must take his life ; 
—On the other side Shylock, his bag on (he floor, 
And three shocking bad hats on his head, as before, 

Imperturbable stands, 

As he waits their commands. 
With his scales and his great tnicker-tnee in his hands ; 
— >Between them, equipt in a wig, gown, and bands, 
Tnth a Ttry smooth face, a young dandified Lawyer, 
Whose air, nevertheless, speaks him quite a top-sawyer. 

Though his hopes are but feeble, 

Does his pcttibh 
To make the hard Hebrew to mercy incline. 
And in liea of his three thousand ducats take nine, 
Which Bassanio, for reasons we well may diyine. 
Shows in so many bags all drawn up in a line. 
But Tain are all efforts to soften him — still 

He points to the bond 

He so often has conn'd. 
And says in plain terms he'll be shot if he wiH 
So the dandified Lawyer, with talking grown hoarse. 
Says, *f I can say no more — let the law take its course." 

Just fancy the .gleam of the ^ye of the Jew, 

As he sharpened his knife on the sole of his shoe 

From the toe to the heel. 

And grasping the steel, 
With a business-like air was beginning to feel 
Wheteabouta he should cut, as a butcher would yeal, 
When the dandified Judge puts a spoke in his wheel. 

"Stay, Shylock," says he, 

"Here's one thing — ^you see 
This bond of yours giyes you here no jot of blood h 
— the words are *A pound of flesh,* — that's clear as mud- 
Slice away, then, old fellow — but taind! — if you spill 
One drop of his claret that's not in your bill, 
I '11 hang you Hke Haman 1 — by Jingo I will !" 
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When apprized of this flaw, 

You never yet saw 
Such an awfully marked elongation of jftW 
A3 in Shylock, who criod, *^ Plcsh ma heart \ i&h dat law f" — 

— Off went hh thr«© Imte, 

And he lookM as the cata 
Bo, whenever a mouse haa escaped from their claw. 
**«-IaJi't the law?" — why the thing won't admit of a query— 

** No doaht of the fact, 

Only look at the act ; 
Aet^ quintOf capi.itriio^ Doffi Falieri^ 
Nay, if, rather tlian cut you 'd reliuqmsh the debt, 
The Law, Master Shy, has a held on you yet, f* 

See Foscaii's * Statutes at large'^* If a atranger 
A Citizen's life shall, with malice, endauger, 
The whole of Ms property, little or great. 
Shall go, on conviction, one half to the State, 
And one to the person pursued by hia hate ; 

And, not to create 

Any farther debate. 
The Doge, if he pleases, may cut off hia pate,' 
So down on your marrowbones, Jew, and ask meroj, 
Defendant and Plaintiff are now tci*^ vcrty.*^ 

What need to declare 

How pleased they aU were 
At so joyful an end to so sad an affair t ^^ 

Or Bassaoio's dehght at the t\iro thingi; had taken, 
Hia friend having saved, to the letter, his bacon? — 
How Shylock got shaved, and turn'd Christian, though late, 
To eave a life-int'reat in half Ma estate ? — 
How the dandified Lawyer, who 'd managed the thing 
"Wo old not take any fee for his pains but a ring 
"Which Mrs. Bassanlo bad giv'n to her spouse, 
With injunctions to keep it, on leaving the house? — ■ 
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How when he, and the spark 

Who appear'd as his clerk, 
Had thrown off their wigs, and their gowns, and their jetty 

coats. 
There stood Nerissa and Portia in petticoats ? — 
How they ponted, and floated, and acted the crael. 
Because Lord Bassanio had not kept his jewel ? — 

How they scolded and broke ont, 

Till, haying their joke out, 
They kiss'd, and were friends, and aU blessing and blessed, 

I>roYe home by the light 

Of a moonshiny night, 
like the one in which Troilus, the brave Trojan knight, 
Sat astride on a waD, and sigh'd alter his Creesid ?-* 

AH this, if 'twere meet, 

I 'd go on to repeat, 
Bnt a story spun ont so's by no mMns a treat, 
So, I 'U merely relate what, in spite of the pains 
J haye taken to rummage among his remains, 
No edition of Shakspeeure, IVe met with, contains; 
But, if the aooonnt whlbh IVe heard be the tme one, 
We shall haye it, no doubt, before long, in a new one. 

In an MS., then, sold ' 

For its full weight in gold, 
And knock'd down to my friend, Lord Tom-noddy, I'm told 
It*s recorded that Jessy, coquettish and Tain, 
Gaye her husband, Lorenzo, a good deal of pain ; 
Bdng milcDy rebuked, she leyanted again, 
Ban away with a Scotchman, and, crossing the main. 
Became known by the name of the « Flower of Dumblane." 

That Antonio, whose piety caused, as we Ve seen, 
Him to spit upon eyery old Jew's gaberdine, 
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And whoee goodncas to pamt 

All coltiiire we^o faiat. 
Acquired Oie well-merited prefix of " Saint," 
And the Doge^ his ndmlreiTj of honour the fotiQt» 
Having given Mm a patent^ and mjvde him a Count, 
He vent oTer to Englimd^ got nutValle'd there, 
Ajid espons'd & rioh lieireaa in HonoTer Squ&r«. 
That Shjtook came with him, no longer a Jew^ 
But coaTerte<i, I think may he possibly tanc, 
But that Walpolo, as these selfsame papers arer. 
By changing the ^ in hia name Irtto er^ 
Should allow him a fictitious surname to dish up 
And in SoTonteen- twenty-eight make him a Bishopi 
I ciymot believe -«- but ahaU still think thom two men 
Till some Sa^e proves the faot " with his usaal sewn at.' 
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From this tale of the Bnrd 

It^s imoommQiily hard * 

If an editor can 't draw a m<jral. — 'Tis cIosTi 
Then, — In ev'ry young wife-seeking Bachelor's ear 
A mamm^ ^boYe all other etories^ this one drums, 
** Pi!r€B Ges^k to old Habut, ani> stick to CoNUSnEVUH 1 1 " 

To new-married Ladies this Bsson it teaches, 

**YQXt 're 'no that far wrong ^ in assuming tlie breeches 1'^ 

Honied meoi upon 'Change^ E^d lich Merehante it ioboola 

To kok weQ to as^aets — nor play with edge tools I 

Last of aD, ikh remarkable Bietoty sliowa men, 

What caution they need wben they deal with old-cloihes-mrai I 

So bid John and Mary 

To mind and be wary, 
And ikeret let one of them c<^me down the sre' t 
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From St Mark to St. Lawrence — from the Bialto to 
the Escurial — from one PeniDsula to another ! — ^it is hat 
a hop, step, and jump — your toe at Genoa, your heel at 
Marseilles, and a good hearty spring pops you .down at 
once in the very heart of Old Castillo. That Sir Pere- 
grine Ingoldshyi then a young man^ was at Madrid soon 
after the peace of Ryswick there is extant a long cor- 
respondence of his to prove. Various passages in it 
countenance the supposition that his tour was partly 
undertaken for political purposes; and this opinion is 
muQh strengthened hy certain allusions in several of his 
letters addressed, in after life, to his friend. Sir H(Mrace 
Mann, then acting in the capacity of Envoy to the Court 
of Tuscany. Although the Knight spent several months 
in Spain, and visited many of her principal cities, there 
is no proof of his having actually ''seen Seville','^ beyond 
the internal evidence incidentally supplied by the follow- 
ing legend. The events to which it alludes were,^of 
course, of a much earlier date, though the genealogical 
records of the '' Kings of both the Indies " have been in 
vain consulted for the purpose of fixing their precise 
date, and even Mr. Simpkinson's research has failed to 
determine which of the royal stock rejoicing in the name 
of Ferdinand is the hero of the legend. The conglome- 
ration of Christian names usual in the families of the 
haute nobletse of Spaiiji adds to the difficulty ; not that 
this inconvenient accumulation of prefixes is peculiar to 
the country in question, witness my excellent friend 
Field-Marshal Count Herman Karl Heinrich Socrates 
von der Nodgerrie zu Pfefferkom, whose appellations 
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puEzled trhe recorditig clerk of one of our Conrta lately^ 
— and that not a Iktle. 

That a Bpleodid specimen of the tjenus HomOj spec let 
JJHonky floanshed in the earlier moiety of the 15th cen- 
turfj under the appellation of Torquemada, is notorious, 
^-and this fact might seem to establish the era of the 
itorj; but then his name waa John — not Dominic^ 
though he was a JhtntnicaHf and hence the miatake^ 
If anjy may perhaps have originated — but then again 
the Spanish Queen to whom he was Confessor waa 
called Isabella^ and not Blanche — it is a puzzling affair 
altogether* 

From his own silence on the subject it may well be 
doubted whether the worthy transcriber knew himself| 
the date of the transactiona he hjis recorded } the authen- 
ticity of the detaikj boweverj cannot be well called in 
question. — Be this as it may, I ahall make no further 
question, but at once introdace my '' penfiive public " ta 
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A LEGEND OF SPAIN. 

With a moody lur, from moi^i till noon, 
King Ferdinand paces the royal saloon ; 
From mom till ere 
He does nothing bat grieye ; 
Sighings and sobbings his midriff heare, 
And he wipes his eyes with his erroined sleeye, 
And he presses his feyerish hand to his brow, 
And he frowns and he looks I can 't tell you how ; 
And the Spanish Grandees, 
In their degrees. 
And whispering about in twos and in threes, 
And there is not a man of them seems at his ease, 
Bat they gaze on the monarch, as watching what he does. 
With their yery long whiskers, and longer Toledo's. 
Don Qaspar, Don Gasman, Don Jaan, Don Diego, 
Don Gomez, Don Pedro, Don Bias, Don Bodrigo, 
Don Jerome, Don Giaoomo join Don Alphonso 
In making inqairies 
Of graye Don Bamirez, 
The Chamberlain, what it is makes him take on so ; 
A Monarch so great that the sonndest opinions 
Maintain the san can 't set thfoaghont his dominions ; 
Bat graye Don Bamirez 
In gnessing no higher is 
Than the other graye Dons who propoand these inqairies ; 
When, paosing at length, as beginning to tire, his 
Majesty beckons, with stately ciyiHty, 

(62) 
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"Wlio in birth, wealth, and consequence iceond to few is, 

And S«Qor Don Mimnel, Coimt de Pai^h^cOj 

A lineal descendant from King Pharaoh Neco, 

Both Knighta of the Golden Floece, highborn Hidalgos, 

"With whom e^en this King himself qnite as a ^'pid-' g09i 

*^Don Lewis," saja he, 

" Just listen to me ; 
AQd yoo. Count Pachecoi— I tMnk that we three 
On malt«rs of state, for the most part agree,^ — 

Now you both of you know « 

That some six years ago, 
Being then, for a King, no indifferent Bean, 
At the altar I took, like my forbears of old, 

The Peninfula'a paragon, 

Fair Blanche of Arogon, 
For better, for worae, and to have and to hold — 

And you 're fully aware. 

When the mattei* took air, 
How they shouted, and fire<l the great guns m tbe Sqnar^ 
Cried * Viva P and rung ftU the belhi m the steeple, 

And aQ that sort of thing 

The mob do when a King 
Brings a Qneen-Consort home for the good of his people* 
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"Well! — six years and a day 

HaTe flitted a way 
8inee that blessed eTent, yet I 'm aony to say — 
In fact it*8 the principal cauae of my pain— 
1 don't aee any signs of an Infant of Spain 1 ^ 

Now I -want to ask you, 

CaTaliers true, 
And Coonaellors sage — what the deuce shall I do ? — 
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The State — don't yon see? — hey? — an heir to the throne-^ 
Eyery monarch — you know — should hare <me of his own- 
Disputed saccession — hey ? — terrible Go ! — 
Ham I — hey ? — Old fellows — yon see I — don't yon know t" 

Now Reader, dear, 

If yon 'to ever been near 
Enough to a Court to encounter a Peer 
When his prindpal tenant 's gone off in arrear, 
And his brewer has sent in a long bill for beer. 
And his butcher and baker, with fiBMses austere. 

Ask him to clear 

Off, for fumish'd good cheer. 
Bills, they say, " haye been standing for more than a year," 
And the tailor and shoemaker also appear 

With thdr "little account" 

Of << trifling amount," 
For Wellingtons, waistcoats, pea-jackets, and — gear 
Which to name in society 's thou^t rather queer, — 
While Dmmmond's chief clerk, with his pen in his ear. 
And a kind of a sneer, says <* We 'to no effects here I" 

— Or if cTer you're seen 

An Alderman, keen 

After turtle, peep into a silyer tureen, 
In search of the fat call'd par ezeeUence " green," 
When there 's none of the meat left — not eyen the lean I -« 
— Or if oyer you've witness'd the face of a sailor 
Betum'd from a voyage, and escaped from a gale^ or 
Foeiich "Boreas," that " blustering railer," 
To find that his wife, when he hastens to " hail" her. 
Has just run away with his cash — and a tailor — 
If one of these cases you 've ever survey'd, 

Ton '11, without my aid. 

To yourself have pourtray'd 
The beautiful mystification display'd, 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



And the pniiled eipresdon of manner and air 
EiMbited now \ij the dignified pairj 
When thus nneipeet^dlj w.sYd ta declare 
Their opiniona i^ ConnEellor@, several and jomt^ 
On ao delicate, grave, and important a point 

Sefl^jr Don Lewis 

Cond€ d'Aranjnez 
At len^h forced a smile 'twixt the prim and the grim^ 
And look'd at Paeheco — Paabeco at him — 
Theiif making a rev'rence, and dropping his ejea, 
Congh'df hemm'd, and deliTer'd himself in this wise ; 

*'My Liege I — unaccustona'd as X am to ipeaking 
Id pnblic^an urt I'm remarkably weak in*— 
I feel I ^nnld be — quite unworthy the nam© 
Of a man and a Spaniard — and highly to blame, 

"Were there not in my breast 

What — can't he expreat,— 
And can therefore, — ^your Majesty , — only be guessed ^ 
— ^Whflt I mean to mj is — since yonr Majeaty deigns 
To ask my advice on your welfare — and Spain's, — 
And on that of yonr Majesty's Bride — that is, Wife — » 
It's the — as I may say — prondest day of roy life J 
Bnt as to the points on a snhjeet so nice 
II 'a a delicate matter to giTC one's advice. 

Especially, too, 

When one don*t clearly view 
The best mode of proceeding, — or know what to do; 
My decided opinion, however, is this^ 
And I fearlessly say that you can^t do amisa. 

If, with all that fine tact 

Both to think and to act, 
In which all know yonr Majesty so much excelH — 
Ton are gmcionsly pleased to — ask somebody else V* 
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Here the noble Qrandee 

Made that sort of congde, 
Which, as Hill used to Bay, ** I once happm^d to see ** 
The great Indian coigtiror, Ramo Samee, 
Make, while swallowing what all thought a regular choker. 
Viz. a smallHsword as long and as stiff as a poker. 

Then the Count de Pacheco, 

Whose torn 'twas to speak, o- 
-mitting all preface, exclaim'd with deyotion, ' 

*< Sire, I beg leaye to second Don Lewis's motion V* 

Now a Monarch of Spain 

Of conrse conld not deign 
To expostolate, argne, or, much less, complain 
Of an answer thus glVn, or to ask them again ; 
So he merely obserr'd, with an air of disdaiih, 
<<Well, Gentlemen,— since yon both dirink from the task 
Of advising your Soyereign— pray whom shall I askt" 

Each felt the mb. 

And in Spun not a Snb, 
Much less an Hidalgo, can stomach a snnb, 

So the noses of these 

Castilian Grandees 
Bise at once in an angle of seyeral degrees, 
Till the nnder-lip's almost t>ecoming the npper, 
Each perceptibly grows, too, more stiff in the crupper, 

Their right hands rest 

On the left side the breast, 
While the hilts of their swords, by their left hands deprest^ 
Make the ends of their scabbards to cock np behind 
Till they're qtiite horizontal instead of inclinedi» 
And Don Lewis, with scarce an attempt to disguise 
The disgust he experiences, grayely replies, 
« Sire, ask the Archbishop —his Grace of Toledo !-^ 
He understands these things mnch better than we doP 

— Pau^a Verba! — enough, 

Each turns off in a huff, 
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This iwirling hh miiBtacho, that fingering Ma raff, 

Like a blue-bottlo flj on a rather krge scale, 

With A rather large corking-pin stuck through hia taiL 



King Ferdinand ptice& the rojal saloon. 

With a moody brow, and he looks like a " Spoon/* 

And all the Court NohleB, who form the ring, 

Hare a spoony appearance^ of caorse, like the King, 

All of them eyeing King Ferdinand 

Afl he goes up and down^ with Mg wateh in hia ImoA, 

Which he clapa to his eaj* as he walks te and fro, 

" What is it oan make the Arehbighop so llow f" 
Hark! — at last there's a sound in the courtyard below, 

Where the Beefeateri all are drawn up in a row, - 

I would say the *' Guardg/' tot in Spain they 're in chief eat«n 
Of ttmeUitea and garlic, and cjm'fc be call*d Be^e&t^i j 

In fact, of the few 

Indiyidnals I knew 
Who ever had happened to travel in Spain, 
There has scarce been a person who did not complain 
Of their eookery and dishes as all bad in grain. 
And no one I 'm sure will deny it who 'a tried a 
Vile oon]p<»und they haye that ^s called OUa podnda^ 

(Thifl, by the bye, 

'b a more rhyme to the eyeif 
For In Spanish the » Is pronounced Kko an e. 
And they \e not quite our mode of pronotmcing the i^. 
In Gastille, for instance, it^a glfen throtigh the teeth, 
And what we call Madrid they sound more like MadreriA,) 
Of coarse you will see in a moment they 've no men 
That at all correspond with our Beefeadng Yeomen ; 
^ call them " WaHooiia," or whatever you pleaae, 
By thetr rattlea and skpa they ^re not '' standing at ease " 

But, beyond all disputing, 

Engaged in saluting, 
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Some Terj great person among the Grandees;-*- 
Here a gentleman Usher walks in and declares, 
*< His Grace the Archbishop's a-coming up stairs !" 

The most Reyerend Don Garcilasso Queyedo 
Was just at this time, as he 
Now held the Primacy, 
(Always attached to the See of Toledo,) 
A man of great worship offidi virtuie 
Versed in all that pertains to a Connsellor's duty, 
Well skill'd to combine 
Giyil law with diiine ; 
As a statesman, inferior to none in that line; 
As an orator, too, 
He was equalled by few ; 
Uniting, in short, in tongue, head-pleoe, and pen. 
The Tery great powers of three Tery great men, 
Talleyrand, — who will neyer driye down Piccadilly more 
To the Trayeller's Club-House ! — Charles PhillipB » and PhiHi* 
more. 

Not only at home 
But oTen at Bome 
There was not a Ftelate among them oonld cope 
With the Primate of Spain in the eyes of the Pope. 
(The CimclaTe was full, and they'd not a spare hat, 
or he 
' 'd long since been Cardinal, Legate d latere, 
A dignity fiEtirly his due, without flattery. 
So much he excited among all beholders 
Their marrel to see 
At his age ^thirty-three 
Such a Tery old head on such yery young shoulderB,) 
No woiider the King, then, in this his distress, 
Should send for so sage an adyiser express. 
Who, you'n readily gues^ 
Could not do less 
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Th&n start off at once wiibout Btopping to ilretB, 
Li Hii Kojte to get Mnjeetj out of q tnem. 

ffia grftco tlie An;hbi*iiiop come* np the back Tray — • 
Set apart for Huch Nobka ra hfive thg tntritt 
Vii. GroQdoca of the first claait^ I>otb ekrio and kj^ 
Walks up t^ the monarch, and usakes him a bow^ 
As a dignifiod clergyman always knows how, 
Then replaoen the mitre at once on his brow i 

For in Spain, recollect) 

As a mark of rosp^ct 
To the Crown, if a Grandee uncovers^ it^s quite 
Ab a matter of option, and not one of right ; 
A tbing not conceded by cur Royal Masters, 
Iffbo always make noblemen take off their ^* eaitors," 

£:£C0pt the beira matf 

Of John Lord Kinsale, 
A itolwart old Baron, wbo^ actltig as Henchman 
To one of our early Kings, kiird a big Frencbman ; 
A feat which hia Majesty deigning to smile on. 
Allowed him thenceforward to stand with his " tile" en ; - 
And all his successors bare kept the &ame prttilege 
Down from those barbarous times to our civil age, 

BetDming his how with a sUgbt demi-bob. 

And replacing the watch in his hand in his folv 

" My Lord," said the King, " here 'a a rather tough job, 

Which it seems, of a sort Is 

To pn^ile onr CorteSf 
And since it has quite flabbeTgasted that Diet; I 
Look to your Grace wltb no little ajuiet^ 

Concerning a point 

Whicb has quite out of joint 
Fnt us all with respect to the good of society : — ' 

Your Grace is aware 

That we 've not got an Heir ; 
Now, it seems, one and all| tboy don't stick tq declart 
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That of all onr adyisers there Is not in Spain one 
Can tell, like your Qrace, the best way to obtain one ; 
So pnt yonr conaLdering cap on — we 're onrions 
To learn yonr receipt for a Prince of Asturias." 

One without the nice tact 

Of his Grace wonld have baokt 
Out at once, as the Noblemen did, — and, in fact^ 
He was, at the first, rather pozed how to act— 

One moment — no more! 

Bowing then as before. 
He said, < Sire, 'twere superfluous for me to acquaint 
The ' Most Catholic King* in the world, that a Saint 

Is the usual resource 

In these cases, —-of course 
Of their influence your Migesty well knows the force ; 
If I may be, therefore, allow'd to suggest 
The plan which occurs to my mind as. the best, 

Your Majesty may go 

At once to St. Jago, 
Whom, as Spain's patron Saint, I pick out from the rest; 

If your Majesty looks 

Into Quthrie, or Brooks, 
In all the approTcd Geographical books 
You will find Compostella laid down in the maps 
Some two Hundred and sey'nty miles off; and, perhape. 
In a case so important, you may not decline 
A pedestrian excursion to yisit his shrine ; 

And, Sire, should you choose 

To put peas in your shoes, 
The Saint, as a Gentleman, can't well refuse 
So distinguished a Pilgrim, — especially when he 
Considers the boon will not cost him one penny I" 

His speech ended, his Grace bow'd, and put on his mitre 
As tight as before, and perhaps a thought tighter. 
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"Foob I pooh V* saja the Eing, 

" I abaU do no such thing ! 
Et ^8 uotxsense^ — Old felkair — « jcm ie« — no ttM tgHdag — 
The p«as se»t ftpart, 1 abommate w&LkiJig ^^ 
Such A deuced waj off, too — hey !— walk there — what toe? 
Pooh !^it*B no Go, OM fellow !— yon know — do n't you see t" 

** Well, Sire," with mmh Bweotnesa the Prelate replied, . 
"If your Majesty don't lite to walk^yott OiQ ridel 

And then, if you please, 

In lieu of the peai| 
A Mii*U portion of borse*hair, cut fine, we'll ioMrtt 
Ab a Bubatitute under your MBJe^ty^a shirt; 
Then a rope round your collar instead of a laced band^^ 
A few nettles tucked into your Majesty's waistband,^' ^ 

Aaafoetida miiM with your hovqaet and cWet, 
m warrant yon '11 find yournelf right m a triTetl" 

"Pooh! pooh I 

I ten you," 
Quoth the King, "it won't do I"— 
A cold perapiration hegan to bedew 
His Msyest/i oheek, and he grew in a &tew, 
Wlien Joi4 de Humez, the King's priTy-puTse-keeper, 
(Many foUta thought it could Bcaree baTO a worse keeper) 
Came to the rescue, and said with a smile, 
** Sire, your Majesty ean *t go^ — 'twould take a long wMb, 
And you won't poat it under tWQ sbHiLinqh a mils 1 1 

Twenty-seven pounds ten 

To get there — and then 
Tweufy-seTen pounds ten more to get baek agen 1 1 
Sire, the iottU '^ enormous — you ought to be Eing 
Of Golconda a!} well as the Indies, to fling 
Baeh ft mat sum away upon ajiy Euch thing I" 

At this second rebuff 
The Archbishop look'd gruff. 
And his eye glanced on H^nes as if he *d say " Stuff 1'* 
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But seeing the King seem'd binuelf in a huff, 

He changed his demeanour, and grew smooth enough ; 

Then taking his diin 'twixt his finger and thumb, 

As a help to reflection, gaye Tent to a *< Hum !" 

*Twa8 the pause of an instant— his eye assumed fast 

That ezpreedon -which sajs, << Come, I 'to got it at last !" 

" There's one pkn," he resumed,*' which with all due respect U» 
Tour Migesty, no one, I think, can object to — 
.Since your Ifijesty don't like the peas in the shoe — or to 
TraTel —what say you to burning a Jew or two T — 

Of an cookeries, most 

The Saints Ioto a roast ! 
And a Jew 's, of all others, the beet dish to toast; 

And then for a Cook 

We have not far to look — 
Father Dominic's self. Sire, your own Grand Inquisitor^ 
Luckily now at your Court is a risitor ; 
Of his ReVrence's factions there is not one weightier 
Than Heretic-buining — ^in fact, 'tis his mStier, 

Besides Algoazils 

Who stm follow his heels, 
He has always Familiars enough at his beck at home, 
To pick you up Hebrews enough for a hecatomb ! 
And depend on it, Sire, such a glorious specific 
Would make eyery Queen throughout Europe prolific !" 

Says the King, "Thafttdol 

Pooh! pooh !-f- bum a Jew? 
Bum half a score Jews — bum a dosen — ^bum two — 

Tour Grace, it's a match! ' 

Bum an you can catch. 
Men, women, and children — Pooh I pooh ! — great and sntan-* 
Old clothes-Hslippers—sealing-wax— Pooh t— bum them aB. 

For once we^U be gay, 

A Grand Auto-da-fi 
Is much better fun than a baU or a play !" 
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80 ike warrant was made out without moro deUy, 
Drfum^ Be&l'd, jutd deliT^^rccl, and 

(Signed) 

TO £L EEl 



Ths&s 13 not a nation in Eiu-ope but labours 
To toady iiBellj imd to humbug ita neighbours — 
*' Earth has no such folks — no folks sa<:h a citj, 
So great, or bo grand, or bo fine, or bo prctiy/' 

Said LouIb Quatorze, 

**As tMs Paria of oiarsl" 
—Mr* Dnniol O'ConneH eiolaimSj ** By the Powers, 
Ould li'cland ^& on all hantL^ admitted to be 
The first fiow'r of the earth, and first Gim of tlie aea I'* — 
—Sir. Bull win inform jou that Ncptuno, — a lad he. 
With more of aff<H;tion than rcv'renee, Btjles, " Daddj^" — 

Did not scruple to "saj 

To Freedom, one day," 
Th&t if eTer he changed his aqnatics for dry laud, 
Hi« homo should bo l^lr, B/b ^' Tight Uttle Ldand."^ 

He adds, too, that ho, 

The said Mr- B., 
Of all poBnible Prenchmon can fight imy threo ; 
That^ with no greater odds, he knows well how to treat them, 
Tq meet them, defeat them, and beat them, and cat them.— 
— In Italy, too, 'tis the same to the letter; 

There each La^^arono 

Win cry to his crony, 
" 3e« Naples, thou die! * and the sooner the better i" 
The PortugucBG say, as a weE-uuderstood tbing, 
** Who has not seen Lisbon j- has not seen a good tMng I" — 

• «Ve4i Nppoli e |Kji morl!" 
f "Quern oaJa tern visU> LI»tioii 

NiA tern rbto coofla boa.'' 
f 
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Wlule an old Spanish proTerb nms glibly as imder 

^'QviSIf NO HA TISTO SSYILLA 
No HA YI9TO MABATILLAr' 

** He who ne'er has yieVd SeyiHe has ne'er yieVd a Wonder I" 
And from all I can learn, this is no snch great bhmder. 

In fact, from the riyer, 

The famec^Onadalqtdyir, 
Where many a knignt's had cold steel through his liver,* 
The prospect if grand. The Jffksia Mayor 
Has a splendid effect on the opposite shore, 
With its lofty Oiralda, while two or three score 
Of magmficent s tr uc tur es around, perhaps more, 
As our Irish friends haye it, are there <* to the fore ;" 

Then the old Alcaxar, 

More ancient by far, 
As some say, while some call it one of the palaces 
Built in twelTO hundred and odd by Abdalasis, 
With its horscHshoe shaped arches of Arabesque tracery. 
Which the architect seems to haye studied to place awry, 

Saracenic and rich; 

And more buildings, '* the which,** 
As old Lilly, in whom I 'to been looking a bit o' late, 
Says, " You 'd be bored should I now recapitulate ;" f 

In brief, then, the view 

Is 80 fine and so new, 
It would make you exclaim, 'twould so forcibly strike ye, 
If a Frenchman, **Superber — if an Englishman, "Crikey I!" 

Tes I thou art " Wokdeeful !" — but oh, 
'Tis sad to think, 'mid scenes so bright 

• « Rio Tflrdtt, Rift Terde, ke» 
**QlaMBj water, glassj water, 

Down whose earrent dear and strong, 
Chkfii, oonfUsed in mutual ^ngliter. 
Moor and Christian, roll along."— OU S^^aniOi Somanoe, 

f Com maltis alUs quae nunc perscribere longnm est. 

propria qua maribut. 
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Afl thine, fair jSeyille, sounds of woe, 

And shrieks of pain and wild affright, 
And sonl-wning groans of deep despair. 
And blood, and death shonld mingle there I 

Tes! thou art *< WoNDiRrui. I" — the flames 

That on thy towers reflected shine, 
While earth's pnmd Lords and high-bom DanMOy 

Descendants of a mightj line, 
With cold nnalter'd looks are by 
To gaze, with an onpitying eye, 
On wretches in their agony. 

All speak thee " Wokderpul" — the phrase 
Befits thee well — the fearful blaze 
Of yon piled faggots' lurid light. 
Where writhing yictims mock the sight, — 
The scorch'd limb Bhriyelling in its chains, — 
The hot blood parch'd in living veins,-^ 
The crackling nerve — the fearful knell 
Wrung out by that remorseless bell, — " 

Those shouts from human fiends that swell, — 
That withering scream,— that frantic yell. 
All, Seville,— aU too truly tell 
Thou art a "Marvel" — and a Hell! 
God! — that the worm whom thou hast made 
Should thus his brother worm invade ! 
Count deeds like these good service done, 
And 'deem THINS eye looks smiling <ml! 

Yet there at his ease, with his whole Court around him, 
King Ferdinand sits "in his Gloey" — confound him I — 

Leaning back in his chair. 

With a satisfied air, 
And enjoying the bother, the smoke and the smother, 
With one knee eock*d carelessly over the other ; 
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His pouncet-box goes 

To and fro at iiis nose, 
As somewhat misliking the smell of old elothesy 
And seeming to hint, by this action emphatic. 
That Jews, e'en when roasted, are not aromatic ; 

There, too, fair Ladies 

From Xeres, and Cadiz, 
Catalinas^ and JuHas, and fair IfiesiUas, 
In splendid lace-yeils and becoming manttBas ; 
Eyiras, Antonias, and Claras, and Floras, 
And dark-ejed Jadnthas, and soft Isidoras, 
Are crowding the '* boxes,*' and looking on eooOj as * 
Though 'twas but one of their common ieriuliat. 
Partaking, as usual, of wafer and ices. 
Snow-water, and melons cut out into sfices. 
And chocolate, — fumish'd at coffee-house prices; 

While many a suitor, 

And g^y coadjutor 
In the eating-and-drinking line, scorns to be neuter 
One, being perhaps just retum'd with his tutor 
From trayel in England, is tempting his ** future** 
With a luxury neat as imported, " The Pewter,^. 
And charming the dear Yiolantes and iSeses 
With a three-comer'd Sandwich, and soup^on of '< Ouininefls's ;" 
While another, from Paris but newly come back. 
Hints << the least taste in £fe ** of the best eogniac. 

Such ogHng and eyeing, 

In short, and such sighing. 

And such complimenting (one must not say 1 g), 

Of smart Cavaliers with each other still Tying, 

Mix'd up with the crying. 

And groans of the dying, 
AU hissing, and spitting, and broiling and frying^ 
Form a scene, which, although there can be no denying 
To a bon CaihoUque it may prove edlQring, 
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I d<mbt if a PpotestAnt smart Boan, or merry Belle 
Might not slu-ink from it as somewhat too terrible. 

It *s a queatioii with mo if jou cvor surveyed a 
More atcm-looking mortal than old Torquemada, 
Benown^d Father Dominie, famooa for tTristiDg dom- 
estic a-nd foreign necks all over Chiistendom ; 

Morescoea or J^ws, 

Not ft penny to ohooae. 
If a dog of a heretic dare to refaso 
A gUiE3 of old port, or a slice from a griskin, 
The good Padre sooti would bo set him a frisking, 
That I would not, for — raoro than I '11 say — be in bis skin. 

*T w&s joflt the same thing with his own rae« and luidon^ ' 
And Christian Dis^ente^rs of every pereuasion, 

Jfuggletoninn^ or Quaker, 

Or Juniper, or Shaker, 
^Q matter with whom in opinion partaker^ 
George Whitfield, John Buoyan, or Thomas Gat^acre, 
They 'd no better <^anoe than a Bronze or a Fakir ; 
If a woman, it skiil'd not^ — if she did not deem aa he 
fiade ber lo deem touching Papal supremacy, 

By the Pope, but hoM make her! 

Prom error awake her, 
Or olse ^- pop iicr into an oven and hake her l 
Ho one, in short, ever CJ^me half so near, us ho 
Did, to the full extirpation of heresy ; 
And if, in times of which now I am treating^ 
^ere had been such a thing as a ** Manchester Jfeeting/' 
"Pfctty pork'' he'd have made ** Moderator" and ** Minister," 
Hi^4 he but caught thcra on his side Cape Finis fcerre ; — 
"^e Smith, and tho rest of them once in hie bonfire, heiie« 
fiorth yon 'd have heord IRtle more of the " CoNFEusErcB*" 

And — ^ there on the opposite side of the ring, 

Hej too, aits *' in hia Glort/' confronting the King, 
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With his cast-iron coimteiiance frowning diaatetfUj^ 
That matched with his en bon point bat queerlj, 
For, though grim his visage, his person was pnrsj, 

Belying the rumour 

Of fat folks' good-humour; 
AboTe waves his banner of ** Justice and Merej,*' 
Below and around stand a terrible band ad- 
ding much to 'the scene, — viz. The '^Holj Sermanthd," 
That's Brotherhood," — each looking grave as a Grand-dad. 

Within the arena 

Before them is seen a 
Strange, odd-looking group, each one dressed in a garment 
Not "dandified" clearly, as certainly "varment,** 
Being all over vipers and snakes, and stuck thick 
With multiplied tilhouette profiles of Nice; 

And a cap of the same. 

All devils and flame, 
Extinguisher-shaped, much like Salisbury Spire, 
Except that the latter 's of course somewhat higher; 

A long yellow pin-a-fore 

Hangs down each chin afore. 
On which, ere the wearer had donn'd it, a man drew 
The Scotch badge, a Saliire, or Cross of St, Andrew ; 
Though I fairly confess I am quite at a loss 
To guess why they should choose that particular eros9, 

Or to make clear to you 

What the Scotch had to do 
At all with the business in hand, — though it's true 
That the vestment aforesaid, perhaps, firom its hue. 
Viz. yellow, in juxta-position with blue, 
(A tinge of which latter tint could but accrue 
On the faces of wretches, of course, in a stew 
As to what their tormentors were going to do,) 
Might make people fancy, who no better knew, 
They were somehow connected with Jeffreys Review; 
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Espeeiftlly too 

As it's certain that few 
Tilings would make Father Dominic blither or happier 
Than to catch hold of it, or its Chef, Macrey Napier. — " 
No matter for that — miy description to crown, 
All the flames and the deyils were tnm'd npside down 
On this habit, facetiously term'd Sctn Benito, 

Much like the dress suit 

Of some nondescript brute 
From the show-van of Wombwell, (not GeoigeJ or Polito. 

And thrice happy they,* ^ 

Dress'd out in this way 

To appear with idat at tiie Autfhda-Fi, 
Thrice happy indeed whom the good luck might fall to 
Of devils tail upward, and ^^Fuego revolto," 

For, only see there, 

In the midst of the Square, 

Where, peroh*d up on poles six feet high inthe air. 
Bit, chain'd to the stake, some two, three, or four pair 
Of wretches, whose eyes, nose, complexion, and hair 
Their Jewish descent but too plainly declare, 
Each clothed in a garment more frightM by far, a 
Bmock-frock sort of gaberdine, caU'd a Samarra, 
With three times the nunlber of devils upon it,— 
A proportion observed on the sugar-loard bonnet, 
With this farther distinction — of mischief a proof — 
''That every fiend Jack stands upright on his hoof J 

While the pictured flames, spread 

Over body and head. 
Are three times as crooVd, and three times as red ! 
All, too, pointing upwards, as much as to say, 
** Here 's the real bonne bouehe of the Auto-da-fi6 !'' 

Torquemada, meanwhile. 
With his cold, cruel smile, 

* fbrtunati niminm sua si twna nftrint I 
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Sits looking on calmly, and watching the pile, 

As his hooded ** Familiars " (their names, as some tell, come 

From their being so mnoh more ** familiar" than « weloome,'*) 

HaTe, by this time, began 

To be *<poking their fnn," 
And their firebrands, as if they were so many posies 

Of lilies and roses. 

Up to the noses 
Of Lazams Leyi, and Money Ben Moses ; 
While similar treatment is forcing out hollow moans 
From Aby Ben Lasco, and Ikey Ben Solomons, 
Whose beards — this a black, that inclining to griisle— 
Are smoking, and curling, and all in a fizzle ; 
The King, at the same time, his Dons and his visitors. 
Sit, sporting smiles, like the Holy Inquisitors, 

Enough! — no more!^ 

Thank heayen, 'tis o'er ! 
The tragedy 's done ! and we now draw a veil 
0*er a scene which makes outraged humanity quail ; 
The last fire 's exhausted, and spent like a rocket, 
The last wretched Hebrew's burnt down in his socket! 
The Barriers are open, and all, saints and sinners. 
King, Court, Lords, and Commons, gone home to their dinnen. 

With a pleasing emotion - 

Produced by the notion 
Of haying exhibited so much devotion, 
All chuckling to think how the Saints are delighted 
At haying seen so many ^*Smouche»** ignited: — ' 

AD, save Privy-purse Humez, 

Who sconced in his room is. 
And, Cocker in hand, in his leather-back'd chair. 
Is puzzling to find out how much the " affair " 
(By deep calculations, the which I can't follow,) cost,— 
The tottUf in short, of (he whole of the Holocaust 
Perhaps you may think it a rather odd thing. 
That, while talking so much of the Court and the King, 
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III desCTibmg the scene 

l^hrough which wo 'tc just Ixjea, 
I 'Tfl not said one sellable a^ to the Queen ; 
Especially, ten), as her Majesty's " Wiereaboata," 
All things considered, might well be thought thereabouts; 
The fact was, howcTcrj ftlthougb little known, 
Sa Mag f sin d had hit on a plan of her own, 
And anspecting, perhaps^ that an Aulo alone 
Might fail la securing this ^' Heir to the iJirone," 

Had iiiade up her mind, 

Although well inclined 
Towards ^altu and sizowa of no matter what kind^ 

For once to retire 

And bribe the Saints higher 
Hum merely by sitting and seeing a fire, — 
A eight, after all, she did not much admire ; 

So she locked herself up, 

Without platter or cup. 
In her Oriel, resolved not to take bit© or iup, 
Not so much as her matin-draught (oar ** early pari"). 
Nor pat on her jewels, nor o'en lot the ^rl, 
Who helped her to drose, take her hair oat of curl. 
But to pass the whole morning in telling her beads, 
And in reading the Uvea of the Saints, and their deeds, 
And in to wing to Tisitj without shoes or aandala, 
Tlieir shrinee, with unhmited orders for candlea, 
Holy water, and Masaea of Moiart's, and Handel's.* 

And many a Patera and Ave^ and Credo 

Did Shcj and her Father Confessor, QucTedo, 

(The clever Archbishop, yon know, of Toledo,) 

• ^ That K Sh«i vmdd hare order'd them — laut notift vm knDWD, X tavTf 
pa blB, 
For Handel nerer WK>t,« h Mafis ^ and so She ^d I>mTld FfiTo'i— , 
Bow! trowE wow! 
f ol, loJ, &C.J Ac,'* 

{ntsfJivmoHi Kek Is the Qkost i^J^mtti ^Wi^ J^.) 
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Who eame, as before, at a Tery short warning, 
Ckt through, without doubt, in the course of that morning; 
Shut up, as they were. 
With nobody there 
To at all interfere with so pious a pair; 
And the Saints must have been stony-h^lrted indeed, 
If they had not allow'd all these pains to succeed. 
Nay, it 's not dear to me but th^ very ability 
Might, Spain throughout, 
HaTO been brought into doubt, 
Had the Royal bed still remain'd cursed with sterility; 
St Jago, however, who always is jealous 
In Spanish affairs, as their best authors tell us, 
And who, if he saw 
Anything like a flaw 
In Spain's welfare, would soon sing «OId Bose, bum iSk% 

bellows I" 
Set matters to rights like a King of good fellows ; 
By his interference, 
Three-fourths of a year hence. 
There was nothing but capering, dancing, and singing, 
Cachucas, Boleros, and beUs set a ringing, 
In both the Castiles, 
Triple-bob-major peals, 
Bope-dancing, and tumbling, and somerset-flinging, 
Seguidillas, Fandangos, 
While 'eVry gun bang goes ; 
And all the way through, from Gibraltar to Biscay, 
Figueras and Sherry make all the Dons frisky, 
(Saye Moore's "Blakes and O'Donnells," who stick to the 
All the day long [whiskey;) 

The dance and the song 
Continue the general joy to prolong ; 
And even long after the close of the day 
You can hear little else but " Hip I hip I hip ! hurray V* 
Xbe Ewmrial, however, is not quite so gay, 
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Far, irhether the S&Lat had not perfectly heard 
The petition the Queen and Archbishop preferred, — ^ 
Or whether his head, from his not heiug used * 

To an Auto-da-fif wa-a a httle confased,^ — 
Or Tfheiher th« King, in the smoke and the smother, 
. Cbt bothered, and m made some hlundejr or other^ 

I am sure I can't say; 

All I know is, that day 
There moat hare bean *ofm mistake ! — tha^ I 'm aiHid^ k 

Only too clear, 

Inasnancb as the dear 
Bojal Twins, — ^though fine bahies, — proTod both littto Laxhm 1 1 

MOKAL» 

IteaderT^Not knowing what your '* persua^^n" may h^ 

Mahometan, Jewish, or eren Farsee, 

Take a little adyi^e whieh may serre for all three i 

First — " When you 're at Homej do m Eome docs I" and note 

aJl her 
W^aya^ drink what She dHnks I and don't tom Tea- totaled 

In Spain^ raison de plu9^ 

You must do as they do, 
Inasmneh as they ^re all there " at sixes and seTeus," 

Jiist^ as you know, 

They wore, some years ago. 
In the days of Don Carlos and EHgadier Evans j 
Don't be niee then— but take what they 've got in their shops, 
Whether griskins, or sausages, ham, or pork-chops f 

Neit — AToid Fancy- trousers ! — their colours and shapes 
Sometijoaes* as you see, may lead folks into scrapes \ 

¥oT myself, I confess 

IVe but amaM tast« in dress, 
My opinioii is, therefore, worth nothing — or less — 
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But Bome friends I 'ye cdnsolted, — ^mnoh giyen to watch one's 

Apparel — do say 

It 's by far the best way, 
And the safest, to do as Lord Bronghatn does— bay Scotch ones I 

I nught now Tolnnteer some advice to a King,— 

Let Whigs say what they wfll, I shaU do no snch thing, 

Bat copy my betters, and neyer begin 

Until, like Sir Bobert, « I 'm doly called ih V* 
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In the windows of the great Hall, as well as in those 
of the long Gallery^ and the Library at Tappington^ are, 
and have been many of them from a very early period^ 
yarions '' storied panes'' of stained glass, which, as Blue 
Dick's'*' exploits did not extend beyond the neighbonr^ 
ing city, have remained unfraotured down to the 
present time. Among the nnmeroos escutcheons there 
displayed, charged with armorial bearings of the family 
and its connexions, is one in which a chevron between 
three eaglet cuisses, sahley is blazoned quarterly with the 
engrailed scdtire of the Ingoldsbys. Mr. Simpkinson 
from Bath, — whose merits as an antiquary are so well 

* Richard Calmer, parson of Chartham, oommonly so called, dlakinguitheA 
himaeU; while Land iraa in the Tower, by breaking the beautiftd windows ia 
Canterbnxy Cathedral, ** standing on the top of the city ladder, near slzlj 
steps high, with a whole pike in his hand, when others wonM not Tantara 
so high." This feat of Vandalism the csBrnlean worthy called ^rattliBf 
down prond Becket's glassle bones." 
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known and appreciated m to malre eulogy snpeTflaoaB, 
not to say impertinentj — baa been for some time brings 
ing bis heraldic lore to bear on these mQntimenta vehuta. 
He proaouDces tbe coat in cj^uestioa to be tbat of a oer- 
tain Sir Ingoldsbj Bray who floariehed temp. Eic^ L 
and founded the Abbey of Ingoldsby^ in tbe coanty of 
Kent and dioee@e of Boohester^ early in tbe reign of 
that monareb'a snoceasor. The hiatory of the origin of 
that pious establiabment haa been rescued from the dirt 
and mildew in which its chartulariea have been slum- 
bering for oenttmesj and is here given. The link of 
connexion between the two families ia abown by the 
accompanying extraet from our genealogical tree. 

Fntar de Infoldaby , Lord of TKpplngCab 
temp : Stephen, klUed it tllft b*ttJ* of Ltli- 
m]a ise parte nffit 



Tlt«litda 



'AIIO0 d$ 

LiJttlHl, 



doBrmi. 



AUda^IneeliKiDT' 1 



yJoftn 



r 



diUp 



Kftenruda HA6iim«d bis mo- 
t&er'i iiMEu>, fbnoder of In- 
iOldflbj Ahbeft A. D, 1302^ 
oh. a, ¥. e^vHtf 1314. 



..I * 

Reginald de Bnj^ 2d toOf 
h«ir 10 his brotlier, toma whom 
dttMKDded Edmund Lord Brflij, 

Bamuaoacd to pBr]lmn«Dt 21 

to 28 UiiD.. A. 



In this document It will be peroeiTed that the death 
of Lady Alice logoldaby is attributed to atr^ngulatlou 
iuperindaced by auspenaionj whereas in the veritable 
legend annexed no allnaion is made to the interventioD. 
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of a halter. llDlackilj Sir Ingoldsby left do issae, or wo 
might now be " calling Gonsios *' with (ci devanC) Mn. 
Otway Gave, in whose favour the abeyance of the old 
Barony of Bray has recently been determined by tho 
Grown. To ibis same Barony we onrselres were not 
withoat oar pretensions, and, teste Simpkinsan, had *^ ad 
good a right to it as any body else/' The " GoUective 
wisdom of the country'' has, however, decided the point| 
and placed OS among that very nnmerons class of claim* 

' ants who are ** wrongfully kept oat of their property and 

^ dignities — by the right owners." 

I seiie widi pleasure this opportunity of contradicting 
a malicious report that Mr. Simpkinson has, in a late 
publication, oonfounded King Henry the Fifth with the 
Duke of Monmouth, and positively deny that he has ever 
represented Walter Lord Glifford, (&ther to Fair Rosa- 
mond,) as the leader of the O. P. row. 
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A LEGEND OF PALESTINE AND — WEST KENT. 

I'lldefiaethae 1mT« pnnithmtiito for himl — flBAxamiu. 

Out and spake Sir IngokUby Braj, 
A stalwart knight, I ween, was he, 

« Come east, come west. 

Gome hmee in rest, 
Come falchion in hand, 1 11 tioUe the best 
Of all the Soldan's Chivafaie t" 

Ob. I they came west, and they came east, 
Twenty-four Emii« and Sheiks at the leasts 

And they hammered away 

At Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
Fan back, fall edge, cut, thrust, and point,^ 
Bat he^topp'd oif head, and he lopp'd off joint; 

Twenty and three, 

Of high degree, 
Lay stark and stiff on the crimsonM lea. 
All — all saTe one — and he ran np a tree I 
''Now count them, my Squire, now count them and see I" 

"Twenty and three I 

Twenty and three! — 
AH of them Nobles of high degree : 
There they be lying on Ascalon leal** 

Out and spake Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
** What news ? what news ? come, teO to me I 

(87) 
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Wlukt news ? what news, thoa little Fooi-pftge? — 
I 're been whacking the foe, till it seems an age 

Since I was in Ingoldsby Hall so free I 
What news T what news from Ingoldsby Hall ? 
Gome ten me now, thou Page so small 1" 

•< Oh, Hawk and Hound 
Are safe and sound, 
Beast in byre and Steed in stall; 
And the Watch-dog's bark, 
As soon as it's dark, 
Bajrs wakeful goard around Ingoldsby Hani** 

— **l care not a pound 

For Hawk or for Hound, 
For Steed in stall, or for Watch-dog's bay : 

Fain would I hear 

Of my dainty dear; 
How fares Dame Alice, my Lady gay ?" — t 
Sir Ingoldsby Bray, he said in his rage, 
« What news ? what news T thou naughty Foci-page !"— 

That little Foot-page full low croucVd he. 
And he doiT'd his cap, and he bended his knee, 
** Now lithe and listen, Sir Bray, to me : 
Lady Alice sits lonely in bower and haH, 
Her sighs pxej rise, and her tears they fall : 
. She sits alone. 

And she makes her moan; 

Dance and song 

She considers quite wrong ; 

Feast and revel , 

More snares of the deril; ■- 
She mendeth her hose, and she crieth * Alack I 
When will Sir Ingoldsby Bray come back !' " 

« Thou liest I thou liest, thou naughty Foot-page, 
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Fun loud dMt thoa lie, ftJie PftgOv to ne I 

There, in thy breast, ' 

'Neath thy nlken vest, 
What Bcroll is that, false Page, I see f 

Sir Ingoldsby Bray in his rage drew near, 
That little Foot-page he blench'd with fear ; 

** Now where may the Prior of Abingdon fie t 
Cng Richard's Confessor, I ween, is he, 

And ladings rare . 

To him do I bear. 
And news of price from his rich Ab-beel" 

«Now nay, now nay, thon pani^ty Pftge t. 
No learned clerk, I trow, am I, 

Bat weO, I ween. 

May there lie seen 
Dame Alice's hand with half an eye ; 
Now'nay, now nay, thon naughty Pftge, 
From Abingdon Abbey comes not thy news ; 

Although no clerk. 

Wen may I mark 
The particolar torn of her Fs and her (fs I" 

8ir Ingoldsby Bray, in his fory and rage, 

By the back of the neck takes that Uttle FooHwge; 

The scroH he seises. 

The Page he sqneeses, 
And buffets, — and pinches his nose tin he sneesee ;— 
Then he cuts with his dagger the silken threads 
Which they used in those days 'stead of fitUe Qneen's-heads. 

When the contents of the scroU met his Tiew» 
Sir Ingoldsby Bray in a passion grew, 

Backward he drew 

His mailed shoe, 
8» 
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And he kicked thst B|ra|^tj Foyt-page, tlutt he flew 
like a cloth-yard shaft firom a bended yew, 
I may not say whither — I ncTer knew. 

« Now eonnt the shiin 
Upon Ascalon pliun^ — 
Go count them, my Sqnire, go coimt them agidn f 

« Twenty and three ! 

There they be, 
Stiff and Btark on that orimson'd lea !— 

Twenty and three? — 

— Stay — let me see! 

Stretched in his gore 

There lieth one morel 
^y the Pope's triple crown there are twenty and/mr/ 
Twenty-four trunks, I ween, are there. 
But their heads and their limbs are no-body knowa where I 
Ay, twenty-four corses, I rede, there be, 
Though one got away, and ran op a tree ! 

<' Look nigher, look nigher, 

My trusty Sqnire T'— 
« One is the corse of a bare-footed Friar I ! " 
Ont and spake Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
<< A boon, a boon, King Bichard," quoth he, 

Now Heav'n thee saye, 

A boon I craTc, 
A boon, Sir Song, on my bended knee ; 

A year and a day 

Haye I been away, 
King Bichard, from Ingoldsby Hall so free; 
Dame Alice, she sits there in lonely guise, 
And she makes her moa% and she sobs and she sighB, 
And tears like rain-drops fkU from her eyes, 
And she dameth her hose, and she erieth < Alack t 
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Oh I when win Sir Ingoldsby Bray came bftekt' 
. A boon, a boon, my Liege,-' quoth he, 
** Fair Ingoldsby Hall I fain would see V* 

"Rise up, rise up, Sir Ingoldsby Bray," 
King Richard said right jj^caeiously, 

" Of all in my host 

That I love the most, . 
I love none better. Sir Bray, than thee I 
Rise up, rise up, thou hast thy boon; 
But — mind you make haste, and come back again 



n 



Pope Gregory sits in St. Peter's ehair> 
Pontiff proud, I ween, is he. 
And a belted Knight, 
In ahnour dight, 
Is begging a boon on his bended knee, 
With signs of grief and sounds of woe, 
Featly he kisseth his Holiness' toe. 

" Now pardon. Holy Father, I crare, 

Holy Father, pardon and grace ! 
In my fury and rage 

A little Foot-page - 
I haye left, I fear me, in eril case : 
A scroll of shame 
From a faithless dame 
IKd that naughty Foot-page to a paramour bear; 

1 gave him a <lick' 
With a stick. 

And a kick, 
That sent him — I can't tell your Holiness where! 
Had he as many necks as hairs. 
He had broken them all down those perilous stairs P' 
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"Bi«o itp, rise up, Sir Ingoldaby Bray, 
Bise up, rise up, I say to thee ; 

A soldier, I trow, 

Of the Cross art thou; 
Bise up, rise up from thy bended kitec ! 
HI it beseems that a soldier tme 
Of holy Church should Tainly sue: — 
— Foot-pages, they are by no means rare, 
A thriftless crew, I ween, be they. 

Well mote we spare 

A Page— or a pair. 
For the matter of that— Sir Ingoldsby Bray, i 

But stout and tme 

Soldiers, like you. 
Grow scarcer and scarcer er^ry day I 

Be prayers for the dead 

Duly read. 
Let a mass be sung, and a pater be said ; 
So may your qualms of conscience cease, 
And the litUe Foot-page shall rest in peace 1" 

Now pardon, Holy Father, I craye. 

Holy Father, pardon and grace I 

Dame Alice, my wife. 
The bane of my life, 

1 hare left, I fear me, in ctU case ! 
A scroll of shame in my rage I tore, 

1 Which that caitiif Page to a paramour bore ; 
'Twere bootless to teU how I storm'd and swore ; 
Alack! alack! too surely I knew 
The torn of each P, and the tidl of each Q, 
And away to Ingoldsby Hall I flew I 
Dame Alice I found, — 
She sank on the ground, — 
I twisted her neck tiU I twisted it roTmd I 
With jibe and jeer, and mock, and scoff, 
I twisted it on— tin I twisted it off I— 
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AH the King's Doctors and all the King's Men 
' Can't put fair Alice's head on agen I" 

"Well-a-day! well-a-day! 

Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
Why really — I hardly know what to say ; — 
Fonl sin, I trow, a fair Ladye to slay, 
Because she's perhaps been a little too gay. — 
— MonlL^nust channt and Knn mnsl pray ; 
For each mass they sing, and each pray'r they say^ 
* For a year, and a day, 

Sir Ingoldsby Bray 
A fair rose-noble mnsit dnly pay ! 
So may his qualms of conscience cease, 
And the sonl of Bame Alice may rest in peace \^ 

"Now pardon, Holy Father, I craye, 

Holy Father, pardon and grace I 

No power could save 
That paramour knaye; 

1 left him, I wot, in eyil case ! 

There, 'midst the slain 

Upod Ascalon plain, 
Unburied, I trow, doth his body remain. 
His legs lie here, and his anns lie there^ 
And his head lies — I can't tell your Hohness wl^eze." 

" Now out and alas I Sir Ingoldsby Bray, 
Foul sin it were, thou doughty Knight, 
To hack and to hew 
A champion true 
Of holy Church in such piUful plight ! 
Foul sin her warriors so to slay, 
When they 're scarcer and scarcer every day I— 
— A chauntry fair, 
And of monks a pair, 
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To pny for his Boiilfor ever and aye, 
Thou must duly endow. Sir IngoId»by Bray, 
And fourteen marks by the year must thou pay ' 

For plenty of lights 

To bum there o' nights — 
None of your rascally « <;^'— but sound. 

Round, ten-penny moulds of four to the poun4 ; 

And a shirt of the roughest and coarsest hair 
For a year and a day. Sir Ingoldsby, wear I— 
80 may your qualms of conscience cease. 
And the soul of the Soldier shall rest in peace I" 

" Now nay. Holy Father, now nay, now nay ! 
Less penance may serre !" quoth Sir Ingoldsby Bray. 
"No champion free of the Cfross was he ; 
No belted Baron of high degree ; 

No Enight nor Squire 

Bid there expire ; 
He was, I trow, but » bare-footed Friar! 
And the Abbot of Abingdon long may wait 
yfiih his monks around him, and early and late 
May look from loop-hole, and turret, and gate, 
-^He hath lost his Prior — his Prior his pate 1*1 

"Now Thunder and turf I" Pope Gregory said. 

And his hair raised his triple crown right oflT his head- 

" Now Thunder and Turf! and out and ahis I 

A horrible thing has come to pass I 

What !— cut off the head of a reyerend Prior, 

Andsay he was *(ml^ (H !) a bare-footed Friar !'^ 

<What Baron or Squire, 

Or Enight of the shire ' 
Is half so good as a holy Friar?' 

0, turpinimel 

Vir nequimme/ 
SukraUtnme I — quissime I — tMtiii« / 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



Tin IKCU^LD&BT FtKANCl* WW 

HflYW, I tsrow, have the Servi aervorum 
Hftd before *em 
Saeii ft breach of deconon> 
flach B gross Tiolation of wi<jr«m honorumt 
And won't have again taatla scKuhrum t -^ 
Oome hitJieT to me, 
My CardiiMla thre«, 
My Bkhopi in partibutj 
Masters hx Artibus, 
Either to me, A, B. and B. D. 
I>octors and Froctors of^Tfiiy degree I 
00 fetch me & hook I — go fetch me a bell 
As big as a dustman's r — and a candle aa well^ 
I'll send him^^toh^e ^od manners won't let me telir* 

— ** Pardon and grace I —now pardon and grace I" 
— Sir IngoMsby Bray fell flat on his face — 
" JfeS culp^I^m Booth I'm in pitiful case^* 
Feccavi! p^ccatoil — ^I*Te done very wa^ngl 
Bnt my heart it is atonti and my arm it ia strong, 
And I'H fight for holj Church all the day long; 
And the Ingoldabj lands arc broad and fair. 

And they Ve h©re> and they're there, and I can't tell yon wtere^ 

And Holy Church shall come In for her share 1" 

Pope Gregory paused, and h© sat himself down, 
And he somewhat rela:x^d his tetrihle frown. 
And his Cardinals tiiree they pick'd up his crown. 

*' Sow, if it be so that you own you 'to been wrong, 
And your heart is so stout, and yonr arm is so strong. 
And you really wiH fight like a trump all day long ; — 
If the lugoldshy lands do lie here and there, 
And Holy Church shall come in for her share^i^ 

Why, my Cardinals three, 

Ton -11 agree 

With me, 
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That it gires a new torn to the whole affair, 
And I think that the Penitent need not despair I 
— If it be 80, as yon seem to say, 
Biae np, rise np, Sir IngokUby Bray ! 
An Abbey so fair Sir Bray shall found, 
Whose innermost waH's encircling bonftd 
Shall take in a conple of acres of gromd; 
And there in that Abbey all the year round, 
A fUl choir of monks, and a fidl choir of muiB, 
Shall Uyc upon cabbage and hot-croee-bans ; 

And Bi IngoklBby Bray, 

Withont delay, 

Shall hie hbn again 

To Ascalon plain, 
. And gather the bones of the foully slain : 
And shall place said bones, with all possible care. 
In an elegant shrine in his abbey so fair ; 

And plenty of lights 

Shan be there o' nights; 
Kone of yonr rascally *<%«,' but sound, 
Best superfine wax-wicks, four to tiie pound; 

And Monk and Nun 

Shall pray, each one. 
For the Soul of the Prior of Abingdon ! 
And Sir Ingoldsby Bray, so bold and so braTe» 
Nerer shall wash himself comb, mr shaye, 

Kor adorn his body. 

Nor drink gin-toddy. 

Nor indulge in a pipe, — 

But shall dine iqMm tripe. 
And blackberries gathered before they are ripe. 
And for erer abhor, renounce, and alijure 
Bom, hoDands, and brandy, wine, punch, and UquemP^ 

(Sir Ingoldsby Bray 

Here gare way 
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To ft feeling which prompted a word profane, 
But he swallowed it down, by an effort, again, 
And his Holiness hickily faneied his gulp a 
Mere repetition of O, Jfed eu^ /) 

'*Tliriee three times npon Candlemas-day, 
Between Vespers and Compline, Sir Ingoldsby Bray 
Shall ran ronnd the Abbey, as best he may, 

Subjecting his back 

To thnmp and to thwack, 
Wen and truly laid on by a bare-footed Friar, 
With a stout cat o' ninetails of whip-cord and wire ; 

And nor he, nor his heir*^ 

Shall take, use, or bear - 

Any more, from this day. 

The surname of Bray, 
As being dishonoured, but all issue male he has 
Shall, with himself, go henceforth by an altot/ 
So his qualms of conscience at length may cease, • 
And Page, Dame, and Prior shall rest in peaee!** 

Sir Ingoldsby (now no longer 'Bray) 
Is off like a shot away and away, 

Orer the brine 

To far Palestine, 
To nunmage and hunt oyer Ascalon plain ' 
For the unburied bones of his victim slain. 

"Look out, my Squire, 

Look higher and nigherj 
Look out for the corpse of a bare-footed Friar I 
And piek np the arms, and the legs, of the dead. 
And pick up his body, and pick up his head l** 

• Hlft b(otli«r, Bcskuld, it would seem Ij the pedigree, disregarded th]s 
9 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



96 A iSGKVi) or PALEsmn* 

nfTTB ni. 

Ingoldsbj Abbey ia fanr to see. 

It hath manors a dozen, and royalties three, 

With right of free warren (whatever that be) ; 

Rich pastures in firont, and ipreea woods in the rear. 

All in twHL leaf at the rif^t time of year; 

About Christmas^ or so they fall into the sear. 

And the prospect, of course, becomes rather more drear : 

But it's really delightful in spring-time, — and near 

The great gate Father Thames rolls sun-bright and clear. 

Cobham woods to the right, — on the opposite shore 

Laindon hills in the distance, ten miles off or more ; 

Then you 'ye BdQlton ^d Grayesend behind, — and before 

Toa can see almost all the way down to the Nore.* 

So charming a spot» 

It's rarely one's lot 
To see, and when seen it 's as rarely forgot 

* 
Tes, Ingoldsby Abbey is fair to see. 
And its Monks and its Kuns are fifty and three. 
And there they all stand ea^ in their degree. 
Drawn up in the front of their sacred abode. 
Two by two, in their regular mode, 
While a funeral comes down the Rochester road. 

Palmers twelve, from a foreign strand, 
Cockle in hat, and staff in hand, 
Come marching in pairs, a holy band I 

* Alas I one ml^^t almoet Bay that of this sacred, and onoe splendid, ediibe^ 
perUrunt tetom ndiue. An elderly gentleman, hoverer, of ewAeetaatieal 
eat, who ofldUatea between the Oarriok Glah and the fiilooii in Ow wr ea e u d, 
and is said by the host to be a *< foreigneering Bishop/' does not sample to 
Identiiy the ruins still to be seen by the side of the high Doyer road, abont 
a mile and a half below the town, with those of the haunted Saodlmm» 
The genetal features of the landscape certainly oorronpond, and traAtlniy 
■fl certainly, oountenanocs bis eoi^eetmro. 
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little boys twelye, dressed aH in white, 
Each with his brazen oenser bright, 
And singing away with all their might, 
FoDow the Pafaners — a goodly sight; 

Next high in air 

Twelve Teomen bear * 
On their sturdy necks, with a good deal of eare, 
A patent saroophagos firmly reared. 
Of Spanish mahogany (not yeneer'd), 
And behind waUcs a Knight with a very long beard. 

Close by his side 

Is a Friar, supplied 
'Wiik a stont cat o' ninetails of tough cow-hide, 

WhUe all sorts of queer mto. 

Bring np the rear — Men- 
-«t-«ras, Nigger captiTes, and Bow-men, and Bpear-men. 

It boots not to teU 

What you '11 guess very well. 
How some sang the requiem^ some tolFd the bell ; 

Suffice it to say, 

'Twas on Candlemas-day 
The procession I speak about reached the Sacdlum ; 

And in lieu of a Supper 

The Knight on his crupper 
ReeeiTed the first taste of the Father's. fUgtOum ; 

That, as chronicles tell. 

He continued to dwell 
All the rest of his days in the Abbey he 'd founded. 
By the pious of both sexes ever surrounded^ 
And, partaking the fare of the Monks and the Nuns, 
Ate the cabbage alone; without touching the buns ; ^ 
— That year afte* year, having run round the Qwkd 
With his back, as ex\foin'd him, exposed to the rod. 
Having not only kiss'd it, but bless'd it, and thank'd it, he 
Piad, as all thought, in the odour of sanctity. 
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"Wlien, — strange to irelate I and yon 'U hardly belieTe 
What I'm going to tell yOn,^~next Candlemas Ere 
The Monks and the Nuns in the dead of the night 
Tamble, all of them, out of their beds in affirif^t, 

Alann'd by the bawls, 

And the calls, and the squalls 
Of some one who seem'd running all round ^ walls I 

Looking out, soon 

By the light of the moon 
There appears most distinctly to er'ry one^s fie 
Aj^ making, as seems to them, all this ado, 
The form of a Knight with a beard Hke a Jew, 
Ab black as if steep'd in that <* Matchless V of HonVi^ 
And so bnshy, it would not disgrace Mr. Munti ; 
A bare-footed Friar stands behind him, and shakes 
A flaffeUum, whose lashes appear to be snakes ; 
While more terrible still, the astovmded beholders 
Perceive tiie said Friar has no head 05 his shouidbbs, 

Bnt is holding his pate 

In his left hand, ont straight, 
As* if by a closer inspection to Itnd 
Where to get the best cut at his victim behind. 
With the aid of a small *<biiirs-eye lantern," — as placed 
By onr own New Police, — in a belt round his waist 

All gaze with surprise, - 

Scarce believing their eyes, 
When the Knight makes a start like a race-horse, and flies 
Fi*om his headless tormentor, repeating his cxies,^ 
In vain,^for the Friar to his skirts closely sticks, 
« Running alter him,''— so said the Abbot,--« like Brkks T 
Thrice three times did the Phantom Knight 
Course round the Abbey as best he might, # 
Be-thwacVd and be-smacked by the headless Sprite, 
WhHe his shrieks so piercing made all hearts thTill,-^ 
Then a whoop and a halloo, — and all was still ! 
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Ingoldsby Abbey has passed away, 

And at this time of day 

One ean hardly survey 
Any traces or track, sare a few rains, grey 
With age, and fast mouldering into decay, 
Of the stnictare. once built by 8ir Ingoldsby Bray $ 
But still there are many folks living who say 
That on every Oandlemas Eve, the Knight, 

Accoutred and dight 

In fats armour bright. 
With fiis thick black beard, — and the clerical Sprite, 
With his head in his hand, and his lantern alight, 
Bun round the spot where the old Abbey stood, 
And are seen in the neighbouring glebe-land and wood ; 
More especially still, if it 's ^tormy and windy, 
Ton may liear them for miles kicking up their wild shindy; 

And that once in a gale 

Of wind, sleet, and hail. 
They frightened the horses, and upset the mail. 

What *t is breaks the rest 

Of these souls unblest 
Would now be a thing rather hard to be guess'd. 
Though some say the Squire, on his death-bed, confess'd 

That on Ascalon plain. 

When the bones of the slain 
Were cofiected that day, and pack'd up in a chest 

Caulk'd and made water-tight, ' 

By command of the Knight, 
Though the legs and the arms they'd got all pretty ri^t, 
And the body itself in a decentish plight. 
Yet the Friar's Pericranium was nowhere in sight ; 
Bo, to save themselves trouble, they'd picked up instead, 
And popp'd on the shoulders, a Saracen's Head ! 
Thus the Knight in the terms of his penance had faiVd, 
And the Pope's absolution, of course, nought avaifd. 
9* 
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* Now tibLongh this might be. 

It don't seem to agree 
With one thing which, I own, is a poser to iM»— 7 
I mean, as the miracles ^wroaght at the shrine 
Containing the bones brought from far Palestine 
Were so great and notorious, 'tis hard to oombiBO 
Tins fact with the reason these people asdgn. 
Or suppose that the head of the mnrder'd Divine 
Gould be aught but what Yankees would call « genu-fJM." 
'Tis a very nice question — but be 't as it majp . , 

The Ohost of Sir Ingdldsby (ci-devant Bray), 
It is boldly affizm'd, by the folks great and small 
About Milton, and Chalk, and around Cobham Hail, 
Still on Candlemas-day haunts the old min'd wall. 
And that many have seen him, and more heard hiBi squalL 
So, I think, when the CBicts of the case you recall^ 
My inference, reader, you 11 fairly forestall^ 

Viz. : that, spite of the hope 

Held out by the Pope, 
IKr Ingoldsby Bray was d — d after all I 

MOBAL. 

Foot-pages, and Servants of eVry degree. 

In livery or out of it, Hsten to me t 

See what comes of lying ! —don't join in a leag«« 

To humbug your master, or aid an intrigue ! 

Ladies! — married and single, from this understand 

How foolish it is to send letters by hand t 

Don't stand for the sake of a penny, — but when yoa 

've a WUt to send 

To a lover or friend, 
Put it into the post, and don't cheat the reremie ! 
Beverend gentlemen I — you who ajre given to rotait 
Don't keep up a soft correspondence at home I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



mmgLDSMT moKm^ IM 



Bat iHifle joa're abroad lead respectable lires ; 
Lore, your neighboim, and welcome, — bat don't loye thor 

iviree! 
And, ae Mcldayers evy tnm tiie tilee a&d the leads 
When they're ahoyelling the snow off, '<Takb ojoa Of VM^ 

HBADS!'* 

Knights! — whose beaarts are so stout, and whose arms are so 

strong, 
Iisarli, — ie twist a wife's neck is decidedly wrong I 
if year servants offend yon, or giye themselyes airs, 
Rebuke then — bat mildly— don't kick them down stabs I 
(To ** Poor Richard's" homely old proyerb attend, 
« If you want matters well managed, Oo! — if not, SendT 
A senranf 8 too often a negligent elf; 
^^If it 's business of consequence, Do it TOV&siLr I 

The state of society seldom requires 
People now to bring home with them unburied Friars, 
Hat they sometimes do bring home an inmate for life ; 
Wow — don't do that by proxy I — but choose your own wife I 
fmt think how annoying 'twoold be, when you're wed, 

To find in your bed, 
^ On the pillow, instead 

Of thtt sweet face you look for^ A Sailaosh's Hkad t 
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Alas, dor Ingoldsbj Abbey 1 — A]«s tbat oiui AauU 
fern to Miy '*' 

Peridnuit ettam BqIimb I 
Itf TACT Kttini BOW are tfaiyl i 

There is a something in the Terj sight of u ^ 
Abbey — ikmily sssooiations apart — as Ossiao say* (er 

Mac Fherson for him), ^' pleasing yet monmfhl to the 
seal I'' nor could I ever yet gaxe on the roofless walls a|ii 
ivy-elad towers of one of these yenerable monuments of 
the piety of bygone days without something very like ao 
unbidden tear rising; to dim the prospect. Something 
of this, I think, I have already hinted in recording oijOr 
pic-nio with the Seaforths at Bolsoyer. Since then { 
have paid a yisit to the beautiful remains of what once 
was Netley, and never experienced the sensation to which 
I have alluded in a stronger degree-^ if its character 
was somewhat changed before we parted — it is not vSjf 
fault Stiil, be the drawbacks what they may, I shall 
ever mark with a white stone the day on which I for the 
.first time beheld the time-worn cloisters of 
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A LEGEND Ol* HAMP8HIBS. 

I SAW thee, NeUey, as the sun 
AnroBB the westem ir»Te 

Was sinhing dow, 

And a golden glow 
To thy roofless towers he gare; 

And the i^y sheen, 

With its mantle of green. 
That wrapt thy walls aronnd, 

Shone lovelily bright 

In that glorious Ught, 
And I felt 'twas holy gromuL 

Then I thought of the ancient time^ 
The days of thy Monks of old, — 
When to Matin, and Vesper, and Compline chime. 
The loud Hosanna foll'd. 
And, thy courts and " long-drawn aisles '* ainong^ 
Swelled the ftdl tide of sacred song. 

And then a yision pass'd 

Across my mental eye ;♦ 
And silver shrines, and shayen crowns, 
And delicate Ladies, in bomhazeen gowns. 

And long white veils, went by ; 
Stiir, and staid, and solenm, and sad,^ 
one, methought, wink'd at the Oardener-ladt 

* Hi my lOnM «y«k IfaniCIo 1 — HAMUff. 

^ (105) 
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Then came the Abbot, with mitre and ring, ^ 

And pastoral staff, and all that sort of thing, 
And a Monk with a book, and a Monk with a belV 

And ** dear MtUe sonls," 

In clean linen stoles, 
Swinging their censers, and maloJig ^ HnelL— 
And see where the Choir-master walks in the rear. 

With firant scTere, 

And brow anstere. 
Now and then pinching a little boy's ear 
When he channts the responses too late^ or too aoeli, 
Or his DOf Re, Mi, Fa, Sol, La*s not quite in tone. 

(Then you know, 

They'd a " moveable Do,** 
Not a fix'd one as now — and of course neyer knew 
How to set up a musical HuUah-baloo,) 
It was, in sooth, a comely sight, 
And I welcomed the Tision with pure delight 

But then ** a. change came o'er" 

My spirit — a change of fear — 
That gorgeous scene I beheld no more, 
But deep beneath the basement floot 

A dungeon dark ^nd drear! 
And there was an ugly hole in the wall— 
For an oven too big, — for a cellar too small ! 
^ And mortar and bricks 

AH ready to fix. 
And I sai^, " Here's a Nun has be^i playing senna tricks I- 

That horrible hole ! — it seems to say, 
' I 'm a graye that gapes for a liying prey !' *' 
And my heart grew sick, and my brow grew sad—* 
And I thoi^j;ht of that wink at the Gardener-lad. 
Ah me ! ah me ! — 'tis sad to think 
That Maidfla'g eye, wbieh wtt made to visk. 
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Or be dofled for aye 

In this kind of way, 
Shut out for eTer from whotesome day, 
^ WaUMiqp fai a hol« with neTer a «hiiik| 

No Ughty — no air, — no Victuals, —no drink t— ' 
And that Maiden's Up, 
Which was made to sip, 
Bhoold here grow withered and dry as a chip! 
— That wandering glance and fortire kiss, 
Exceedingly iwnghty, and wrong, I wis^ 
Bhoidd yet be considered so ranch amiss 
As to oall iSor a sentence seyere as this ! — 
And I said to myself, as I heard with a dgh, 
The poor lone Tiotim's stifled cry,* 
"Well, I can't understand 
How any man's hand 
Could wan op that hole in a Christian land I 
Why, a Mussulman Turk 
Would recoil from the work, 
And though, when his Ladies run after the fellows, he 
Stands not on trifles, if madden'd by jealousy, 
Its objects, I 'm sure, would declare, could they speak^ 
In their Georgian, Circassian, or Turkish, or Greek, 
'When all 's said and done, far better it was for us. 
Tied back to back. 
And sewn iq> in a sack. 
To be piteh'd neck-and-heela from a boat in Uie Boeghorus t* 
— Oh! a Saint 'twould yez 
T^ think that the sex 
Should be treated no better than Citaibe's double XI 

• About th« middle of the Ust eentary a haman dceleton wu diMorered 
In a x«eeii In the wan among the mini of Netlej. Oa. escsttlnition the 
bones were pronounced to be those of a female. Tede James Harrieon, a 
jrouthAd bnt intelligent eaMrtwr ef Sovthampton, wte «wdiMMmb«s 
ta bare heard his gfaadme«^r sny that < Somebody told her 49."! 
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flute toM «M adgbi nm to the ^iMBS, uid Ml ktt 
▲ much better method of etockiiig her ««Bar/' 

If eTer on polluted -wftUs 

Heayen's red right arm in tengeaiio* fiUlv^ 

If e'er Hs justice irraps in flame 

The black abodes of sin and shame, 

That justice, in its own good time^ 

ffliall visit for so iovX a crime, 

Ope desolation's floodgate wide, 

iLnd blast thee, Ketlej, in thy pride I 

Lo where it comes! — the tempest lours,— 

It bursts on thy deroted towers ; 

Bnthlera Tudor's bloated form 

Bides on the blast> and guides the storm; 

I hear the sacrilegious ciy, 

« Down with the nests, ond the rooks will fly V* 

Down I down thc(y come — a fearful hSt — 
Arch, and pillar, and roof-tree, and all, 
Stained pane, and sculptured stone, 
Tfawe they lie on the greensward strown— 
Mouldering walls remain alone ! 

Shayen crown, 

Bombaseen gown. 
Mitre, and Crosier, and all are flown ! . 

And yet, lldr Netl^, as I gaze 

Upon that grey and mouldering wall. 

The Ivories of -thy palmy days 
It8¥eryst<Mies recall!— ^ 

They " come like shadows, so depart"-— 

I see thee as thou wert — and art— 

fiuhttme in ruin!— grand in woe 1 
liCM refVigo of the owl attd b«t| 



Digitized by VjOOQIC j 



No Toie« MWtkw tluat MhoM moml / 

Ko wmnd— Good Qm«kml-^mhM(^ WM ilMil / 
Wm U tii« mo>i>» 
Th« partuitg poan 
Embedded in mortMr, and briclo, Mid itone?-^ 

Full and clear f 

On my listening ear 
It coMM — «0a|a— near* aftd nore Sfar<^ . 
Yfhj 'looks! it's the popping of Ginger Beer I 
—I msh to the door-— 
I tread the flooi^ 
By Abbots and Abbesses trodden before^ < 

la the good old chiralric days of yore, 
And what see I there ?•— 
In a msh-bottom'd ehair 
A hag, sorrooaded by erockiarywwvre, ^ 

Vending, in cape, to the eredalovs tkroiif 
A nasty deooetioft aiisoall'4 flooehoBg,— 
And a squeaking fiddle end «' my- n ee fc ed tfe** 
Are sereeehing away, for the lifb!— ff» Hm Hfe!^ 
Danced to by «< An the World and his wife.** 
Tag, Bag, and Bobtail, are capering there, 
Worse scene, I ween, than Bertha^ lUrl— 
Two or three ChiMMy-ewwpe, two or three Clowns, ' 

Playing at «piteh and toes,'' sport ttrafar «• Browns,** ' 

Two or three damsels, firaak and ftee. 
Are ogling, and smiling, and sipping Bbhea. ^ 

Parties below, and parties abore, ^ ' 

BoBM making tea, and some making lore. 
Then the «toot— toot-— toot" 
Of that Tfle demi-llnte,— 
The detestable din 
Of that cracked lioHn, 
And the odonrs of ** Stoat," and tobacco, and gint 
** —Bear me !" I exchtim'd, « what a place to be In I** 
10 
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And I said to the pAxvon wk5 droT« my ** sluij,*' 

(A Terj iiitolligm% bhui, Ikjp^ho inijf) 

*< This, an things conrider'd, is raA«r too gaj"! 

It don't suit my hnmour, — so take me anraj 1 

Dancing! and drinking! — cigar and song I 

If not profanation, it *s * coming it strong/ 

And I really consider it aU rery wrong. — 

— Pray, to irhom does this property now iNJiongf 

— He patksed, and said. 

Scratching his head, 
« Why I reaHy do think he 's a littla to blame, 
But I can't say I knows the Gentleman's name r* 

« WeU— wen I" <iQoth I, 
As I heared a si|^. 

And a tear-drop fell from my twinkling a]re» 

^My Tasily gpod man, at. I fleavody do^bi 

That some day or other you 'U find it oat» 

Shonld faeooDie in joar niay* • :> 

Or ride in your *.ak»jt ■ * 

(As perhaps ha may,) • - * 

Be so good as to aay - 1 

That a Visitor, whom yon dro«« over MM d^y» 

Was exceedingly angry, and vaiy mush BoapdaBi»^ 

Findii\g theee beautifulruins so Yandalixady 

And thns of their owner to Sfotk bogan, * r *' 

As he order'd yon liome in haste, 

• KO IK>UST HS 'S A YXBT USPBOXAJOl MAXy 'i 

But— -/eoji '< My mtidb /or Aw iMte.' "* 

^ Aditii, MoDiiear GU Blu; Je Tons sonluito tont«f sortci de proip6rit«h . 
■f«e VB pea ^ua d« fonti — G0 maf. 
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^ Mr t6Vy eicellent brotW-in-laWySeafMfa^ lateoftlib 
Bombay FencibIeS| (luck^ dog to have quitted the aer- 
Viee before tbis sbocking AfPghan basiDesaf) seems lo • 
^bave beeD even more forcibly affiled oo the evening 
when be bo narrowly escaped being locked in aft Weat* 
miDfiter Abbey^ and wken<— but lei him describe hia 9WM 
feelings, as he has done, indeed^ in the aubjoined ^ 

» ♦ ' » 

A nxLixo 6a4 came o'er me as I trod the sacred gnnmd ^ 

?Fhere Tudors and Plantagenets were lying all around: 
stepped with noiseless foot, as though the sound of mortal tread 
'Wg^ tUTst the hands of tiie dreamless sleep that wraps the 

.J . • ' i • 

The slanting ray of . the eyening sun shone through thoaa 

cloisters pale, 
^th fitful light on regal vest, and warrior's sctfiptured mail, 
As firem the stala*d and storied pane it danced with qufterinK 



jPae^oold and frqstawte fana helowaeemfd qmskeniBgiiii Him 



Ifow, is^king low, no more was heard the organ's solemn swel^ 
^AM fldnt upon &e Hsteaing ear tiie last Hosaima tbll : 
It^led^SMl not A breatti did sHr ;>* above eaeh ki^gfatiy stal^ 
.{Tnmamlk the iNusnev'd blassBoy hmig wayslans.as a paO.. 

I stood alone ! — a living thing 'midst those that were no mora— » 
I thought on ages past and gone — the glorious deeds of yore— 
On Edward's sable panoply, on Crescy's tented plain, 
The fktal Boses twined at kngth^on great Elisa's reign. 
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When on mine ear a sound tbe^ feB*-4t cldll'd ne witb M&^^ 
jind thnB in low, nneartlily tones, I heard a roice begin, 
'^-^Th& here's the Cap of Giniral Monkt^l^! please pol 
-^ '' 0ttimintmr 



That Seafortb's nervoos sjttedi was powerfoUj aetoi 
vpoQ oa this oocasion I can well belieye. The circnm- 
•taoee brings to my reooUectioa a fearfvl adyenture — or 
what ttHghi perhaps have proved one — of my own qi 
ptaAj life while grinding C^eronds at Canterbury. A 
f!b^ taoch of the gonl^ and the reputed aanttory i|iia)jh 
ties of a certain spring in St Peter'a 9tm$kf then in 
nueb reputOi had induced my Uncle to take up a tern- 
porary abode within the Cathedral <' Precinct'* . It was 
on one of thope temporary yisits which I was soiaetiiiiia 
iwniutted to pay on balf4ioIidays, ibat^ in selfHiefiniMi, J 
^ad to recount the following true narratiye. I ttay add, 
4liai Ikis tradition is not yet worn out: « small aafmeB ^ 
igure of a female in a sitting position, and holding some* 
thing like a frying-pan in her handi may still be seen <9» 
the covered passa^ which crosses the Brick Walk, and 
jN^oins the house belonging to the sixth prebendal italL 
— Th«r» are ihxmtj whom I know, who woaM, even j^k, 
hesitate at threading the dark entry on a Friday — "not^* 
of course " that they believe one word about'* 
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NELL COOK! 



THE KINQ'S SCHOLAR'S 8T0ET. 



« TkMu tba < Brkk WBlk ' taEKMkM off to «ta* ri^ ft loi« Mrnmri 

puMgtt, paTed with flagttoDfls, mlgftrlr known bj th« dimm of tiw * Dvfc 
Xntxy.' Its 6Mtera eztremltr oonununicates with the doisten, crypt, and 
hf a prtratA gtair-oue, with the interior of the Cathedral. On the west It 
JVaM tato th« * 0«e»i»eomrt,' ibnaing a ewwnnlnrttoa bthrfeen l» id tit 
portion of the 'Prednot' eaUed the < Oelu.' "— ^ IfUfc nmnd CWnlerfriiry, Ae. 

«ewe— A bMh pHknir in Mr. John InfloKUV* 1mw« In the Fnotnet^ 
A hlasing fire.— Mine Unde is seated in a higli-heckcd eaqr-diairi twirling hlf 
thumbs, and contemplating bis list-eboe.— Little Tom, the ** Kin^s Scholar^* 
«Ni a fteol oppoiite^ Un Jdin Ingoldslqr at the teUe, bwOy empleyed 111 
Mianniketuring a cabbage-rose (cauliflower?) in many-coloured worsteds.— 
Mine Und^s meditations are interrupted by ttie Vreneh-dodc on the maatsi' 
Hnsi *- He pwisg H s rh with yi?ad». 

Hakk! listen Mrs. Ingoldsbj, — the dock is striking niuil 
Gire Master Tom another cake, and half a glass of wine. 
And ring the bell for Jenny Smith, and bid her bring his coat, 
'And a warm bandana hankerchief to tie abont his throat 

yAnd bid then go thene«rest way, for Mr. ^roh ham aM 

That nine o'clock 's the honr he ^11 hare his boarders all in bed ; 
And well we know when little boys their coming home delay, 
' They often seem to walk and sit nneasily next day ! " 

*< — ^Now, nay, dear Unele Ingoldsby, now send me not, I pray. 
Back by that Entry dark, for that yon know's the nearest wagr: 
I dread that Entry dark, with Jane alcme at sack as h«nr, 
• It fcan me quite— it's Friday sight! — and thwi Hett <Mk 
hathpow'r!" 
!•• (118) 
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lli A IMOm or fiM ''PABK IHTBT.'' 

•*Aad, wko'B NeB Cook, thou tSBj ohikl?—aiid wliAt'g N«a 

Cook to thee 7 
That thou shouldst dre«d at night to tread with Jane that dazk 

enti^r 
— «* Nay, list and bea^, ndne 1/nele dear 1 such feanome thiayi 

theyteH 
. or Nelty Cook, Chat few may brook at night to meet with Neni" 

<<It wai in Maf Kag Hanry'B days,— and Monks and Mira 

were then, 
^ttm kn(»w, den* Ihido tagoldsby, a sort of Clergymen. 
JRiey'd coarse stuff gowns, and shayen crowns, — ^no shirts, suit 
i, noocaTats; 
dkMl aeeid was placed abontiheir w«i8t--4hey had no dioi^ hairt 

« It was in bhiff King Harry's days, while yet he went to shrif^ 
And long before he stamp'd and swore, and cut the Pope adiillj; 
!there fiyed a portly Canon then, a sage and learned derk ; 
fla had» I tmv,; a goodibr 1><>«M» £urt by that Entor dart: I 

««Xha Canon was a portly man— of Latin and of Greeks 

And kamed k>re, he had good store, — ^yet health was tm Ids ehatJL 

The Prioly fare was scant and spare, the bread was made of rye^ 

The boflfT was weak, yet he was sleek — he had a meny eye. 

• 

<«7or though within the Friory the fare was scant and tibli^ 

the Canon's hoase it stood withoBt;--J&e kepi good cheer witbqi ; 

Unto the best he prest each guest with free and joTial look. 

And SBen Bean ruled his nri^n e, — He caBed her 'Kelly CcoK.* 

«<FQr aonps, and 8tew^ and choioe r^vmOi, NaU Co^ mM 

famous fftiH; 
ifi^'d make them eren of old shoes, she had such wond'roas 

Sar ttanch^ts line yNm quite diyine, her cakeS were nfc^ 
bffown'd, .1 

^ 'Vs^boird iHl roast, they were ^e boAstof itBth^^Prw^iek* 
round; 



I 
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« Atti Nd|r IMS • «Mir^«^ >«^ «te ^Mid ftoi4 Mr A^i^ 

And tliongh her g»im w Jruatel browm tbur li««d» fnT% 
— They iQ agreed no Clerk had need of 8«oh a pret^ eook. 

««Oiie day, HiTM oa t; Wkl(MiiHl?«--th«n eatee • eeaek iai 

fctor; — » 

«^'dlhe '«feeA43ewl*gaK a^ iton^'d beftte ib9emm% 

' dMr; 
The traTei-fltain on wheri and lein bespoke a weaiy vay,-— 
Baoh p»nti|tg steed relax'd its speed — out etept a Ladj gay. 

«'<Now, welooMel veleoMel deanat Kiep^'— Ihe Gaaon ikm 

ffid ofy, 
Andtobi8teea8fc4helA4grpvMl_hehMlaM«tyejer^ ^ 
^Now, welcome I welcome! dearest Niece! in sooth, thon'rt 

welcome here, 
'Tis many a day since we hare met — how fares my Brother 

dear!'— ' 

«< <NoWy thanks, my loTing Uncle,* that Lady gay replied: 
' «dramercy for thy benieonl' —then «Out» aiasf she flighMf 

< My father dear he is not near ; he seeks the Spanish Main ; 
^He prays thee gire me shelter here tiH he retnn agi&tt' — 

<<<Noir, we^oome! welcome; dearest Niece; come lny tl|y 

I mantle by 1' 

The Canon kiss'd her mby lip — he had a meny eye, — 
Bnt Nelly Cook askew did look, — it came into her mind 
ThiQr were a^ittle kas than 'kin,' and rather more than 'kiiid.' 

1 • « • • * « 

** Three weeks are gone and orer— fnD three weeks and a day, 
Tet stni within the Canon's house dolh dwell that Lady gay; 
On capons fine diey daily dine, xich cales and siaaeee vsre, 
And. t)i<gr qnnff good store of Boxdeaoz wine» — so dainfyli 
^ . their ft^re. 
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llO A LBOIND OF ITSI ** l^ltX BNTST/' 

«'A]id ilne tiipoii the YfrgimOd fe tlmt p^y hkdyH Mhok^ 

And sweet her roice unto the hite, yon 11 searee hearta iy 00^ | 

But iait'O tanetutima !* she sings in dnlcet tone? 

Or *AngeU ettr bright and fair V — Ah, no !— 4t'B ' BMhiff JoanP 

» * « « « 

f*fh» Omak*B hsmm ii lolify and ipMieiw to tibft^^ew; ^ • 
The Canon's eeU is ordered weH — yet Nefly lookA askevt 
IRm Ledy^ boww is in tlie tower^— yet NeUy shskeft heis head i 
She hides the poker and the tmigs in that gay Lady^abedl 

* ♦ * « * ' ' 

*< Six weeks wwe gone and orer — taSi six weeks and a day, 
Tei in that bed the poker and the tongs unheeded lay I 
From which, I fear, it 's pretty dear that Lady rest had none ; 
Or, if rile slept im any bed — it -was not in her own. 

<< But where that Lady pass'd her nights, I may not well diYine, 
Perhaps in pious oraisona at good St Thomas' Shrine^ 
And for her father far away breathed tender rows and true— 
It may be so — I cannot say — but Nelly look'd askew. 

«<Aad stiU ainigkt» by fair SKKmHght, whea all were loek'd in 



She'd listen at the Canon's do<«>, — she 'd through the keyhite 

peep— 
I know not what she heard or saw, but ftory ffl'd her eye-* 
— She bought some nasty Boetor's-stair, and she put it In a i4e I 

I » * # * « 

^<It was a glorious summer's-ere— with beams of rosy red 
The Sun went down — all Nature smiled— but Nelly shook h«r , 

Full aofUy to the balmy braes^ lang out the Vesper bell— . 
— UpwL the Canon's startled ear it sounded like a knell 1 

'< < Now here's to thee, mine Uncle! a health I drink to thee I 
Hew pledge me back in Sherris sack, or a cup of Malroisie r-<» 
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And a Warden-pie's a dainty dish to mortify witlwir 

s*<'Ji». early da.wii -*• th^ natiiv i^une xu^gs o«t tar morniag 

prft/r— 
And Prior and Friar is in his stall — the Canon is not there I 
lier imiiM sOMllBefocfty hdl, nor eleister'd iralkiiiN-^ 
^M vender—and the SlMristai eaya, ^Lwi ha A n s y a wf - ^• 
<«The7>6 searched the aisles and Baptistry— they^e *eaz«h'd 
above— «rewMU» •' 

tinr 'flemen flkmae'-^the ^AwHt Boom'^Ae Cteon li aH 

.. found. 
They only find that pretty Cook eonco<s]dng a roffout^ 
They ask her where her master is — but -Kelly looks askew. 

*<They eafi fbr erow-bars — * Jemmies' is l^e modem naaie 

they bear — 
They burst through lock, and bolt^ and bar — but what a iif^ 

is there t — 
The Canon's head lies on the bed — his Niece lies on theHaor ji 
—They are as dead as any nail that is in any door ! 

'^Tlie Hyld spot is on his breast, the spot is on his back I 
Bis portly form, no longer warm with Hfe, is swoln and black I-~ 
The liyid spot is on her cheek* — it's on her neck of snow^ ■ 
And the prior sighs, and sadly eries» 'Well — here-s i^ pretty 



« All at the silent hour of night a bell is heard to toll, 

A 16ic11 is rung, a rr^tt&m 's sung as for a sinfiil sou]. 

And there's a gpraye withia the NaT»; it's dark, and deef^ and 

wide. 
And {hey bury there a Lady ttax, and a Cauon hj her ddel 

^An Uncle — so 'tis whisper'd now throughout the sacret 
fanei— > 
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Ut A uanm omne ''mkk nmnr." 

» 

Main-- 
Tlie Sacristan, h« says no -WYHrd that indioates a doubt, 
3iEit 1m puts his thtmb onto bis nose, attd he spreads Us ftigert 

out I / 

«< And «it««Mh tazty KeDgr Cook, that staid sad eoMljr la«f 
Ay, K%enl^ANiWerfron fcrtii tbaft deerim NeDyknoM 
t lo pass. 

H«r coif and govn of rnsset brown wsre lost wito 4he view, 
Aftd if jwamenlion'd NeUy's nasMs tilM Monks ail look'd askovt 

• « » » ♦ ' « 

'< There is a heayy paying-stone fast by the Canon's door. 
Of granite grey, and it may weigh some half a ton or more, 
And it is laid deep in the shade within thai Sntiy dark. 
Where son or moon-beam nerer play'd, <nr e'en one stacqr qpaik 

<* That heavy granite stone was mored that night, 'twas darkly 

said, 
And the mortar roond its sides next mom seem'd freehand 

newly laid; 
But what within the nan^w Tanlt beneath that stone datti li% 
Or if that there be TanU, or no— I cannot tell— not II 

*< Bat IVe been told that moan and groan, and fearful wail and 

shriek 
Came from beneath that paiingHiitone for neariy half a week— 
For three long days and three long nights came forth ^ those 

Bonnds of fear ; 
Then all was o'w — they neyer more fell on the Usteniiig ear. ; 



A hundred years were gone and past since last Nell Cook if$f 

seen, 
When worn by use, that stone got loose, and they went tnd 

told the Dean.— 
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Itt: 



— SajB tlie I>eftn, says he, 'MyMaBons t&TMl nowhMketai 
. tx it tight;' » 

JM tht Hmnu thiM p«^*d domi to Me, and they »▼ » fear- 
right. 



'' Beneath that hea^y paving-stone a shocking hole they foim<I<-^ 
It irts not more than twelve feet deep, and barely twelve feet' 

roond ; 
_ A fleshlees, eapleet skeleton ]»y in that hofrid wen t 
But whe the de«ee 'twaa pot it there lihoM llaMM e^idd aofe 

teH • 

** And near this fleshless skeleton a pitcher small d^d fie, 
And a laeoldy piece of *kiaeing-eni8t»' as from a Warden-piei 
• iM DMier JeBe» de^hoed tfae boaes n^tfe ftmale boaeft aadkr 

«Zook8l 
IdiMddMtbe8QrpBied,'0aidh^<ifthe«ewmN^CeQk'ar , 

*' It was in good I>ean Bargrave's days, if I remember rights 
foose Heehless bones beneath the stoaes theae Maaooa breiii^ 

to light; ' f ^ . 

And ytm may wtell ifl the ^Dean's OhapeDe* Deaa Bargmvi^ . 

portrait view, 
*inio died one nigiht,' says old Tim Wiig^l, •in. mxleett fM^ 

two!' 
^'And mk two hundred year^ have pass'd since that these 

Masons three. 
With encioiia looks, did set Kell CooVs unquiet spirit free ; 
Thai fr»Kti ftoiie had kept her down till then -r so some snp^ 

peee,— 
— Some spread their fingers ont, and put theur llinmb onto 



«*BM vne ttdng** ftor^that-aft the year» on eraiy Fzidiyi 

7 hij(ht, 

Jtluronghout that Entry dark, djc^th mm HeD dook's tttttpalkfk 
J^rite: "* * 
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n 



On Friday died he, and that tidy Lady by hii side I 

^hM "tU^gft two liluidMdv;fBM« kaive f^imm, IMBt 06ok dm^. 

stin ponoe 
H«v Wfury wMh, ind they .who eros her path th^ deed may rat; 
I|«r fatal breath i0 fen as death I the fRmoom's blast Is not ' 
More dire — (a wind in Africa that blows uncommon hot). ' 

But an imfike the aiBlQOBi38 tMH, h» hmtk is deadly coU,; . 
B t i i ei t ag v^^tbag, sM^adug shoalvvHk hethyowiganioWW 
And whoeo hi that entry dark doth feel that fatal brealk« 
He erer dies within the year some dire, nntimely death I 



9i* 



'< A« tturtler n^-^-m iMilMr wlml MiffitlMi» age, et mo^ 
*«t MM *p^ eltot^' mA mm^ ^get dMRt'd,' md 
broken necks; 

8Q«M*gelrmio^r«^%y««oiA;<i--^«ntf4MN^ I 

'GoV scraped to dea^with oyster-shells among the Caribbeeal 

^Vmm Ummm tfaiw^ iiiia«ej^ kfr toe, fell toil— it Is arezr'f 
That two were hang'd on Tybom tree for mnrd'rij^ of t|M third : 
Ckiiisi Mmtv* to6, Hb MnMlvho 8l«W4 hpd n^'er, if tnio^ thff 

tefl, 
Bmm g k h t t tA m OhW^Wi Jsinifc^haf they »ot <Mtf yitt Re^ . 

f*Then send me not» mine Uncle dear, oh I send me not, t pay. 
Back tfarongk that Entfy dark io-ni|^t, btit round 's<Mne -ih^wt 

I win not be a trdant boy, but good, and mind my bool; '' 
For Heayen forfend that eVer I foregather nHk !Vdl €^d%lk !* *' ^ 



• h or ttboot tbm jmt 1780, a worfhj of tUi Bun^ ««t the tlswit «r a 
towMjMatt pepcMakcr, wm ciMatad «b Oaim BUI, iad aflanrMdU livag 
iftftiluMMrtlMMMerMleAM. It meJir ti# flMii w Ww^ 
■jlU— ■ UwrnOMy rf tbe CUfn jiiriadletloa, that tbe worthy Ik^or with m 



PfMh «fiMM wiiM« te.«SQPft AifhU0h<9 M*^ oa onii <|f hk 
whM hm lMKg«d to kare the honovr or*«tteB«Bg ktf Oveee « 
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NELL COOK. JW 

f l^.qliuis was eaU*d at morning tide, and Master Tom was Hkfft^; 
iCe look'd askew, and did eschew both stool, and bench, anddbdr, 
He did not talky he did not walk, the tear was in his eye, — ' 
lEHsliad not e'en tiiat sad resource, to sit him down voAjeey^' ' > 

! . " ' . ' ' . 

^snot^litas beys may leatn, whra. they from school go ^at |i> 
J :. -Olne.- . • . ., 

JDiiBf shoold not deal in rigmarole^ but stiU be back by nine ; -^ 
JFor if when they're their great-coat on, they pause before they 
part . ■ ' ' / 

9o fen a long and prosy tale, — ^perchance their own may smart! 



*!»• i' MO&AL. •. . •■ - 

" : • ' *% 
— A few remarks to learned Clerks in country and in town — 
Don't keep> pretty serving-maid though clad inrosset brown I -~ 
Don't let your Niece sing << Bobbing Joan!" — don't with a 

merry eye, 
Hob-nob in Sack and Malroisie, — and don't eat too much pie ! I 
And oh t beware that Entry dark, — especially at night,— 
And don't go there with J«nny Smith all by ilie pale moonlight ! — 
So bless the Queen and her Royal Weans, — and the Prince whose 

hand she took,— 
And bless ns all, both great and small, — and keep us from Nell 

Cook I 



11 
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KiND| good hearted, gouty XJacle John ! liow well I 
remember all the kindness aad afieotion which mj mi^j- 
chierous propensities so ill repaid — his bright hla^ opf^ 
and resplendent gilt buttons — his " frosty pow" si hien 
^poudr^^hiB little quilMike pigtail ! — Of all nj prtttai 
worthy actions — they were '^ like angel visittf, few and 
far between '' — the never-failing and munificent rewarj- 
er ; of my naughty deeds — they were multitudinous ife 
rtiie sands on the sea-shore — ^the ever-ready palliator^ n^ 
intercessor, and sometimes even' my defender against 
punishment, ^' staying harsh justice in its mid career I '' 
— ^Poor Uncle John I he will tver rank among the detr- 
est of my 

NURSERY REMINICENCKS. ' 

I BEMBMBEB, I remember, 

When I iras a littl« Boj, 
Que fine morning in September • . . . -i- 

Uncle brought me home a toy. . / 

I remember how he patted 

Both my cheeks in kindliest mood; . , 

« Then," said he, "you little Fat-head, 

There's a top because you're good!^ 



Grandmamma — a shrewd observer — 

I remember gazed upon 
My new top, and said with fervour, 

"Oh! how kind of Uncle John!" 

While mamma my form caressing,-^ 
In her eye the tear-drop stood. 

Bead me this fine moral lesson, 
"See what comes of being good!" 
# * * ♦ 
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NUBASBT I(]KllINISCENCi;S. 123 

I remember, I remember, 

(hi a wet and windy day, 
One coH morning in December, 

I stole out and w^t to play; 



^^ h biii-^tuofkbm Billy Hawkins . ; , 
J,. X' : . . ^ Carney and with his pewter sqnlri 
y J ^ Squibb'd my pantaloons and stockings 
Tin they were all over (firt! 

I 'ry_\i '^o\my; mother for protection 
^ir*--^ «'. A W, -quaking every limb : 

, -^She exclaim'd, with fond affection, ' ' 
"Gracious Goodness! look at Am/*^^' 

Pa cried, when he saw my garment, 
— 'Twas a newly-pnrchased dress — 

** Oh 1 you nasty little Warment, 
How came you in suoh a iness?" — 

Then he eaught me by the coUar, 
— Cruel only to be kind — 

And to my exceeding dolour. 
Gate me ^« several slaps behind. 

Grandmamma, whUe yet I smarted^ 
As she saw my evil plight, 

Said — *twas rather stony-hearted — 
"Little raseall sarve him right!" 

I remember, I remember. 

From that sad and solemn day. 
Never more in dark December 
^ Did I venture out to play. 

And the moral, which they taught, I 
Well remember; thus they said — . 

"Little Bo^s, when they are naughty, 
Most b« wl^ipp'd and sent to bed I" 



\ 
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124 A LKOSND 01* A fiHlHT. 

Poor Uncle John ! 

"After life's fltttal ferer, he steeps irell,* - 

in the old fkmily vault in Denton cbaneel — knd dear 
Aunt Fanny too I — the latter also/Moo'd me weel/' as 
the Scotch song has it, — and since, at this moment^ I 
am in a most soft and sentimental hnmonr — ( — whisky 
toddy should ever be made hy pouring the boiling fluid 
— hotter if possible — upon the thinnest lemon-peel, — and 
then— but -ererybody knows " what then — ''') I dedicate 
the following " True History '' to my beloyed 

AUNT FANNY. 

A LEGEND OF A SHIBT. 

Yir(^ibii8, Pneriaqne etiito.r-*BaB. 
Old >[aidfl, and BacheiQit I channt tot -T. I. 

I SING of a Shirt that never was neir ! 

In the course of the year Eighteen htkndred and tiro 

Aunt Fanny began, 

Upon Grandmamma's plan, 
To make one for me, then her *< dear little man.'' — 
— At the epoch I speak about, I was between 

A man and a boy, 

A hobble-de-hoy, 
A fat, little, punchy concern of sixteen, — • 

Just beginning to flirt, 

And ogle, — so pert, 
I 'd been whipt erery day had I had my ^eseit, 
— And Aunt Fan Tolunteer'd to mak« me a'shiH! 
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AUNT FANNT. .1^ 

I'Te said she began it) — ^ . 

Some unlucky planet 
No doubt interfered, — for, before sbe, and Janet 
Completed the "cutting-out," "hemming," and "stitching,** 
A tall Irish footman appear'd in the kitchen ; — 

— This took off the maid, — 

And, I 'm sadly afraid, 
^y respected Aunt Fanny's attention, too, stray'd; 
For, about the same period, a gay son of Mare, 
Comet Jones of the Tenth (then the Prince's) Hussars, 

With his fine dark eyelashes. 

And finer moustaches, ! 

And the ostrich plume work'd on the corps' sabre-tach^s, . 
(I say nought.of the gold-and-red cord of the sashes, ■ 
Or the boots far above the Guards 'vile spatterdashes,) — 
So eyed, and so sigh'd, and so lovingly tried 
To engage her whole ear as he lounged by her side, 
Looking down on the rest with such dignified pride, , 

That she made up her mind 

She should certainly find 
Comet Jones at her feet, whisp'ring, " Fan, be my brid*!*' • 
— She had even resolved to say " Yes" ahooid he ask it, 
— AjoA l-^ and my Shirt ~ were both left in the basket 

To her grief and dismay 

She ^scover'd one day. 
Comet Jones of the Tenth was a little too gay ; 
For, besides that she saw him — he could not say nay — 
Wink at one of the actresses capering away 
In a Spanish bolerOy one night at the play, 
She found he *d already a wife at Cambray ; — '' 

One at Paris, — a nymph of the corps de ballet; — 
And a third down in Kent, at a place call'd Foot's Cray.— 

He was " viler than dirt !"— ^ 

Faimy vow*d to exert * • ' 

All her p<ywws to forgot Wm, — and finish my Shirt. ^ 
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But, oh ! lack-a-day ! 

How time slips away ! — . 

Y(}ko 'd have thought that while Cupid was playmg <hesei. ttieifi 
Tefa years had elapsed, and — I'd tum'd twenty-six?— 

<*I care not a whit, 

— He's not grown a bit," 
Says my Aunt, " it will still be a yery good fit,** • y 

So Janet and She, ^ 

Now about thirty-three, 
(The maid had been jilted by Mr. Magee,) 
Each taking one end of << the Shirt" on her knee, . . 

Agaiii began working with hearty good will, 
" Felling the Seams," and " whipping the Frill,"— 
For, twenty years since, though the Buffle had yanish*^ 
A FriU like a fan had by no means been banish'd ; 
People wore them at playhouses, parties, and churches, 
liker overgrown fins of overgrown perches. — 

Now, then, by these two thus laying their caps 
TogCtthMr, my <« Shirt" had been finish'd, perhaps. 
But foK .<M9te of those queer little three-comer'd straps, . 
Which the hidies call '' Side-bits," that sever the << Flapa;** - 

— Here unlucky Janet 

Took her needle, and ran it 
Bight into her thumb, and cried loudly, << Ads ooss it! 
I 've spoil'd myself now by that 'ere nasty Ousset !" 

i 

For a month to come • t 

Poor dear Janet's thumb 
Was in that sort of state vulgar people call '* Bum." 

At the end of that time, i 

A youth, still in his prime, ,;, 

The Doctor's fat Errand-boy, — just such a doU as is 
Kept to mix draughts, and spread plaisters and p^^tioes. 
Who a bread-cataplasm each morning had earried,her, ,\ 

Sigh'd,— ogled,— proposed, — ^was accepted, — ^and mani^d h«r I 
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Much did Aunt Fan 

DisapproYe of th^ plan ; 
She torn'd np her 4ear little snub at <<the Man.*' 

She "'could not belieye it" — ' ' ' 

■<* Could scarcely conceive It 
Was possible — What ! isuch a place ! — and then leave it I 
And all for a < Shrimp^ not as high «8 my hat*^ 
A little contemptil^ ^Shaver' like thatl 1 . : . » 

With a broad pwioake face, and eyes horied in UAl^^ .< > 

—For her part, "She was Buw 
' She ooidd nev^ endure | 

A lad with a lisp, and a leg like » fikewer.«-* 
Such a name too ; — ('twas Potts !) — and so nasly a trade ! 
No, no, — she would ifL^ch rather die an old maid 1 *— \ 

He! ft huebaxid^ indeed! — WeU — mine, come what may eome» - 
Shan't look Uke a blister, or smell of Gnaiacnm I" 
But there! 
She'd "declare, r 

It. was Janet's affair-— 

^**Chmeun d ton yoil/, 

As she baked she might brew — ^ 

She could not prevent her -^ 'twas no use in trying it — 
Oh, no — she had made her own bed, and might He in it. 
i Th^y *■ rq;»eat a4i leisinte who marry at random.' 
No matter — De guttibua non dispuiandum I" 
Consoling herself with this choice bit of Latin, 
^A.unt Fiomy resignedly bought some white satin, 

And, as the Soubrette 

Was a very great pet 
After all, — she resitfhred to forgive and fcffget, 
And sat down to make her a bridal rosette. 
With magnificent bits of some white-looking metal 
Stuck in, here and there, each forming a petal.— 
— On such an occasion one couldn't feel hurt. 
Of course, that she ceased to remember — my Shirt 1 
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Ten years, — or ni^h,, ^ . ^ _ 
• Had again gone by, 
When, Fan, accidentally casting her eye 
On a dirty old work-basket^ hvmg up on high* . •• . . . • 

In the store-closet whgre herbs were put by to dry> 
Took dt do^ to explpre it — she didn*t ki^ow why.^ 

Within, a pea-soup tolonf'd fragment she spied; . 

Of the hue of a Noyember fog in Cheapside, 

Or a bad piece of ^gef1»<ei|d apoilt in the Mupg. ./ 

— I still hear her cry, — 
^ « I wi6k I nay die 
If here isn't Tom's Shirt, that 's been so long a-making ! — 

My gracious me I ' , 

Well,— only to see!" • . i. 

I declare It's as yellow as yellow ean bet 
Why it looks jttst as though't had been seak'd in green tea;! ': 

Dear me, did you tverf — 

But come — 'twill be cleTer 
To bring matters, round ; so 1 11 do my endeayour 
< Better Late,' says an excellent proyerb, <than Neyer!* — 
It it stain'd, to be sure; but * grass-bleaching' wiH bring it 
To rights * in a jiffy.* — We '11 wash i^ and wring it ; 

Or, stay — * Hudson's Liquor * 

Will do' H still quicker, > 

And " Here the new m&id chimed in, << Ma'am, Sfdt ;6f 

Lemon 
Will make it, in no time, quite fit for the Gemman T'— 
So they " set in th^ gathers," — the large round ibe oeUar, 
While those at the wrist-bands of ooixrse were much smaller, •— 
The button-holes now were at length '^oyeroast;** 
Then a button itself was sewn on-^'twas ihe lastl 

AU'sdone! 
All's won! 

Never under the sun 
Was Shirt so late finish'd — so early begun! — 
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— The work woTild defy '*'/[' 

The' most 'critical eye. . . ' 

It was "bleached," — it was washed, — ^it was hung out to dry,-i^ 
It was mark'd on the tall with a T, and an I ! 

Oil the back of a chair it ' . ^ • ^ 

Wa» placed,— just to lur it^ 
In ff^t'of this -^to,-^" Tom to-morrow shall wear iii' . / 

— ececa mens Aammttm /•-*•£ anny, good soul,. . . . . : m : ;[ 
Left her charge for one' moment-*- but one —a tiIa coal 
Bounced out from the grate, and set fire to the whole I 

Had it been Doctor Amott*s new stove — not a grate :-^ 
Had th^ coal been a << Lord Mayor's coip," — tIz: ft 
slate ; — . 
What a diffeifeut tale had I had to relate ! . " ' 

And Aunt Fan— and my Shirt — been superior to Fate! — 
One moment — no more! — 
-—Fan open'd the door! 
The draught made the blaze ten times worse than before ; 
And Aunt Fanny Sank down — in despair — on the floor I 

Ton may fancy peilM^ Agrippina's amazement, ^ . .^ 

When, looking one fine moonligM m^t from her caaea«it|, // 
She saw, wfaBe tiins gazing. 
All Rome a-MJaring, 
• Aiid, losmg at onoe all: inostridai on. her temper, 6r ,t 

-^^inga^ exelalm'd, :<< Hang that Scamp of aa Emperor* t, : ; 
AltiuKigh he's my Boal^^ . l 

. -^- thinks it pxime iun, * x 

Xo doubt ! — While the flaines are demolishing Rome, , . , 
There 's my Nero a-fiddling, and singing * Sweet Home !* ** 

— Stay — I'm really not sure 'twas that lady who said 

The words I've put down^ as she stepp'd into bed, — , •» .t 

On reflection, I rather believe she was dead : " * 

But e'en when at Ck>llege, I , . ] , j ir 

Fairly acknowledge, I 
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Nerer was very precise in CUrpiiplogy ; 

So, if there's an error, pray set down as mine a 

Mist^e of no very great.moment — in fine, a 

Mere slip — 'twas some Pleb's wife, if not Agrippina 

You may fancy that warrior, so. stem and bo stony. 

Whom thirty years since we all used to call BoKsr,- 

When, engaged ia what he styled <<falfining his destnuM^**: - : 

He led his rapscallions across the Borysthenef, 

And had made tip his mind « ~ • ' T 

•'Snrfg quarters to ibid • 
In Moscow, against the catarrhs and the oongl^ 
Whidi are lypt to pi^yail 'mongst the <<0ws]d8" ^d «,QJfB." 
. At a time of the year 

When your nose and yonr ear 
Are by no means so safe there as peqp^e's are here, 
Inasmuch as *' Jack Frost," that most fearful of Bogles,' / 
Makes folks leave their cartilage oft in their "fogies/' 

You may fancy, I say, 
. . • That same BoNBx's dismi^, ^ r ,^ 

When Count Rostopchin 

At once mad^ him drop chin. 
And turn up hjs eyeB,'as^hK& rappee he took, : . " 

Witk A^mviof Mor^ii^iiME-me kind of look. 

On perceiving that ** Swing," 

And << all that sort of thing," 
Was at work,-^thst-he 'd just k>st ttie gsome witikout knowihg it^- 
That tlM Kremlin was blaiing — the Russians a '^argoisf ii,'*^ 
Every plug in the place frozen hard as tiie greond; 
And the deuce of a Tum>codc at afl to be found ! 

You Anay fancy King Charles at some Court Fancy-Ball, ' 

(The date we may fix 

In Sixteen sixty-six,*) 
In the room built by Inigo Jones at Whitehall, 
Whence his father, the Martyr, — (as such moum'd by all 
Who, in kit, wept the Lair's and the Monarchy's fall,)— 
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Stept out to 'excliange regal robes for a paU — . ^, 

You may fancy King Uharles, I say, stopping the bravl* : ^, 

As burst* on fcs sight the 61d church of St. Paul, ' .• 

By the light of iti^ flames, now beginning to crawl ' 

From basement to buttress, and topping its wall— r 

— You naay fancy old Clarendon making. a call, ^, - 

A»f'8tating in cold!, 'slow, monotonous drawl, . .. 

** Sire,"from Ptfdding Xane's End, close by Pishmongers' &aU, 

To Pye Comer, in Smithfield, ^here is not a stall ^ 

There, in market, or street,^ not a house, great or small, . 

In which Enigfat wields his faijfihibn, or dobbler his avlu . /. 

But*8 on fire ! !"-^f ou may fa^^ the general sq^uall, ' ! .. 

And bawl as they all call for ifhimple and shawl! -*- 

— You may fancy all this — biit I boldly assert 

You can't fancy Aunt Pan — as she look'd on MY SHIBX ! ! ! . , 

Was't ApdlN^I «rZtu3dxt-~II3i]nk 'twas AfraHei^ ' ' 

That artist of old-^.I declare. I «aa^t tell his ^^ 

Exact patronymic — I write aad iivoAbunce ^ ~ 
These Classical names — whom some OtimaB To^vrt^Council 
'fin9)l$gr'4)^ i boli^rb, by Command of the OzaclV)-^ > ^ •' 
To produce <hem a iQtiendid' pieoe» purely liist^iisal, ' > ' « '^ 
,. Far adonunir *^ ^A^ - ^ * 

Of some fane^ <or GinllQiall^ 
And who for his subj ect detenoincd to iry a 
Lafge painting in oils of Miss Ifidgenia - 

At the moment her SijPe, 
. B^ eq»edal desire - ^ ^ •' i .// j. • .' 

Of « that Spalpeen^ O'Dtyseens" (sm Bansy Magidiie), ''- '^ 
. f . Haa reaolTOd ta derota.. ' . -^ — 

.Smt beautiful tfanat 
To.e^iQhakaB's knife, andher Umbs tothe^fa^;- •' - - 
— ^An act which we modems by no means admire,- 

* HI*»^j«W,*tlttt • ^faito — 

*< The brare Lord Keeper kd the &rat0b. 
The sealB and maoee danced before him.**— QsAT 
'And truly Sir Christopher danced to some tune. ' 
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An olTring, 'tis tra^, to Jove, Man, or Apollo cost . . 
No trifling snm.in tliose days, if a holoeanst,^ 
StiU, aldioogh for economy yre shonld condeoui none, . 
In an «v«{ tufipwf, like the great Agamemnon, • . 

To giye up to slaughter 

An (^legant daughter, 
After an the Frtoc^i, Music, and Dancing thej 'd taught heft 
And Singing. — »t Heayen knows how mu^h a quarteri^**- 
• ' * In lieu of a Calf !— 

It was too bad by half I 
At a "nigger"* so pitiful who would not laughji 
And turn up their noses at oqfArho could find 
No deoenter metiiod of " Eaising the Wind V\ ^ / 

No doubt but he. might, . 

Without any great FHifkt, ( 

HaVe obtain'd it by what we call "flying a kite," 
Or on mortgage — or sure^ if hei ooiddn't to do it, h« ^ - ''' 
Must have succeeded '<by way of lainvty.'' h \ 'X 

But there -*^i6«l!I>e«rB, - ' ^ 

His eroftodile teaan^ . '-'^ 

His «Oh!s"a*dhis "^Ahls^his '^QhUwtft^ andl««Ok dMi^!iil»' 
Were all thongfit stacerey-^Hso in painting Ma Tietibi 
The Artist was splendid — blit eould not depi«t fiftn. 

His features ud. phiz awry 

Show'd so ili«eh auMry, ' i • i 

And so like a diSigon he . ' :" ' 

Look'd in his agenyy ' 
That the foil'd Painter buried — despaixmg to g«9^ a 
Ooodli)i«QMW-M.hisfMtf ]Baf>iJntedBaiidaua. '^ 

— Such a Teil is best thrown o^er onte't faee when one's hurt 
By some grief which no power esnirepair «r vm^\ — 
— Such a veil I diaU ihrow o'^r Aimt Fan — and My^^Ml^I ' 

*Hlbernioe<- nigger," 9uan'<' niggard.'* yW»ll.MsHJlwjillia^ 
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And now for some practical Kints from the story 

Of Aunt Fan's mishap, whicli I 'to thns laid before ye ; 

For, if rather too gay, 

I can rentare to say, 
A. fine Toin of morality is, in each lay 
Of' my primitiTe Mnse, fhe distinguishing tr^i — 

Knt of an — Don't pnt off till to-morrow what may, 

inthoat inconyenience, be manned to-day I 

That golden occasion we call ** ^portani^' 

Earely 's neglected by man with impanity 1 

And the " Fntore," how brightly soe'er by Hope's dupe odlonr^d. 

Ne'er may afford 

Yon a lost chance restored. 
Till both yon, and YOUB SHIBT, are grown old and pea-eoi^- 
colonr'd 1 

I wonld also desire 

Yon to gnard yonr attire, 
Yonng Ladies, — and noTer go too near the fire !-» 
-. Depend on 't there 's many a dear little Sonl 
Has fonnd that a Spark is as bad as a coal,— 
And << in her best petticoat burnt a great hole I" 

Last of an, gentle Beader, don't be too secure ! — 
Let seeming success never make yon "cock-snrel" 

But beware! — and take care. 

When aU things look fair, 
How yon hang yonr Shirt oTer the back of yonr chair! — 

— << There's many a slip 

'Twixt the ovp and the lip!" 
Be this excenent proyerb, then, weU understood, 
And Doa'T halloo bbiobx tou 'bb quits out or nn woodI 1 1 
12 
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It 18 to my Qzcellent and enidite friend, SimpkinsoDi 
that I am indebted, for . his graphio deacriptign of tho 
well-known chalk-pit, between Aool and Jdinater in tb^ 
Isle of Thanet, known by the- name of the << Smuggler's 
Leap/' The substance of the true history attached to 
it he picked up while visiting that admirable institution^ 
the *' Sea-bathing Infirmary/^ of which he is a <' Life 
Ooyemor/' and enjoying his otSum cum dignitaU last 
summer at the least aristocivtie of all possible watering 
places. 

Before I proceed to detail it however, I cannnot, in 
conscience, fail to bespeak for him the reader's sympathy 
in one of his own 



MISADYENTUBES AT MABaATE 

A UQBND or jA&yis'a ;r£TTT, 

MB. smPKixsoir {loquUury 

I WAS in Margate last July, I wal^'d upon the pier, 
I saw a little vulgar Boy— I said "What make yon here? — 
The gloom upon your yontbftil cheek speaks anything bnt joy ;" 
Again I said, « What make yon here, yon little Tidgar Boy ?" 
He firown'd, that Ettle vnlgar Boy, — he deem*d I meant to scoff— 
And when the HMe heart is big, a little << sets it off^ 
He put his finger in his mouth, his little bosom rose, — 
He had no little handkenshief to wipe his little nose ! 

«<Harkr don't yon hear, my UtOemanT— it's striking Nine,** 

I said, 
<< An hour when all good Httle boys and girls should be in bed. 
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Run hone ftud get your «upper, else your Ma' wiU tfeold-^Oh:! 

fiel — 
It 's very wrong indeed for Uttle boys to stand and ovy V* 

The tear-drop in his little eye again began to spring, 

His bosom throbb'd with agony, — he cried Eke any thing! 

I stoop'd, and thus amidst his 8<^ I heard him marmnz^— <* Aht 

i ha;ven't get no sapper { mad I haven't got no Mft" ! I-^ 

''My father, he is on the seas, — juy nuither 's dead and goa«l 
And I am here, on this here pier, to roam the world alone ; 
I have not had, this Hre-long day, one drop to cheer my hearty 
Nor * 6roim* to buy a bit of bread with, — let alone a tart 

<< If there 's a 8o«l will give me food, or find me In employ. 
By day or night, then blow me tight I" (he was a vulgar Boy;) 
<* And now I'm here, from this here pier it is my fix'd intent 
To jump, as Mister Levi did from off the Monu-ment !" 

"Cheer up! cheer up! my little man — cheer upT* I kindly 

said, 
" You are a naughty boy to take such things into your head : 
If you should jump from off the pier, you 'd surely break your 



Perhaps your neck » then Bogey 'd have you, sure as eggs av6 
eggs! 

.** Come home with me, my little man, eome home with me aad 
sup; 

My landlady is Mrs. Jones-* we must not keep her up — 
. There 's roast potatoes at the fire,— enough for me and yo«i-'« 

Come home, you little vulgar Boy — I lodge at Number 2." 

I took him home to Number 2, the house beside " The Foy," 
I bad him wipe his dirty shoes, — that little vulgar Boy, — 
And then I said to Blistress Jones, the kindest of her eez, 
^Pray be so good as go and ffetch a pint of doublo X !*• 
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Bat Mn. Jones wm nther cross, she made a little neise, 
She said she ** did not like to wait on little ynlgar Boys." 
She with her apron wiped the plates, and, as she mbb'd tte 

delf, 
Said I might *< go to Jericho, and fetch my beer myself I" 

.1 did not go to Jericho — I went to Mr. Cobb — * 

I changed a shilling — (which in town the people call a Bob)"-* 

It was not so much for myself as for that ynlgar child-^ 

And I said, « A pint of double X, and please to draw it mild!" 

When I came back I gased about — ^1 gaxed on stool and chair— 
I could not see my Uttle friend — because he was not there! 
I peep'd beneath the table-cloth -r- beneath the sofa too — 
I said « You little rulgar Boy ! why what 's become of you V* 

I could not see my table-spoons — I look'd, but could not see 
The little fiddle-pattem'd ones I use when I'm at tea ; 
— I could not see my sogaar-tongs — my siWer watch — oh, dear ! 
I know 'twas on the mantel-piece when I went out for beer. 

I could not see my Macintosh — it was not to be seen I — 

Nor yet my best white beaTcr hat, broad-brimm'd and lined 

with green; 
My carpet-bag— my cruet-stand, that holds my sauce and soy,— 
My roast potatoes ! — all are gone ! — and so *$ that Tulgar Boy I 

I rang the bell for Mrs. Jones, for she was down below, 

u — Oh, Mrs. Jones! what do you think? — ain't thisapret^ 

go? — 
•—That horrid little ynlgar Boy whom I brought here to-ni^t, 
—He's stolen my things and run away! I" — Says she, *<And 

sarre you right!!" 



* Qui FioiT ns Auvif, rAcn « eni— Deem not, gentlt stnnger, that Ifr. 
Oobb ii a petty dealeir and ehapmaa, ai Mr. SimpUnflon would here ieam to 
Imply. He Ir a maker, not a retailer of ftiago^— and mighty pntly tipple 
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Next moraihg T wm up betimes — T sent the Criflr rotinci/ 
AH with his boll and gold-laced hat, to say I'd give a pound 
To find that little ynlgar Boy, who'd gone and used me so ; 
But when the Crier cried, ** Yes I" the people cried, "0 Not** 

"^Xwent to "Jarris' Landing-place,'* the glory of the town. 
There was a common sailor-man a-walking up and down, , 
I tgld my tale — he seem'd to think I'd not been treated well, 
And call'd me <*Foor old Buffer!'^ — what that means I cannot 
tell. 

That Sailor-man, he said he'd seen that morning on the shor^ji 
A son of — something — 'twas a name I'd never ^eard before,^^ 
A little "gallows-looking chap" — dear me ; what could he mean? 
With a << carpet-swab" and " mucking-togs," and a hiat tum'd^ 
up with green. 

He spoke about his "precious eyes," and said he'd seen him 

"sheer," 
' — It's very odd tliat Sailor-men shoidd talk so rery queer — 
And then he hiteh'd Ms trousers up, as ii^, I'm told, theur itte, 
— It's very odd that Sailor-men should wear those things so 
loose. 

I did not understand him well, but think he mea»t to aay 
He'd seen that little vulgar Boy, that morning, swim away 
In Captain Large's Royal George, about an hour befbre, 
And they were now, as he Buppoe'd, ** fMntfUhert^ About tbe 
Nore. 

A landsman said, " I twig the chap — he 's been upon the Mill— 
And 'cause he ffamtnons so the fiatt, ve .calls him Yeeping Bill!" 
He said "he'd done me worry brown," and nicely "«{oio'(f the 

swaff," 
— That's Frenqji, I fancy, for a hat — or else a carpet-bag. 

I went and told the constable my property to track ; 
He asked me if " I did not wish that I might get it back <" 
12* 
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I answer'dt << To be sore I do! — it^s what I'm eome about ''^ 
He smird and said, *<Sir, does your mother know that you are 
' out?" 

Not knowing what to do, I thought I'd hasten back to town, 
And beg our own Lord Mayor to catch the boy who'd «doBt 

me brown." 
His Lordship yery kindly said he 'd try and find him out, 
But he << rather thought that there were seyerai Tulgar bofi 

about." 

He sent for Mr. Whithair then, and I described « the swag,** 
. My Macintosh, my sugar-tongs, my spoons, and earpet-bag; 
He promised that the New Police should all their pow'rs empky ; 
But neyer to this hour haye I beheld that yulgar Boy I 



MOBAL. 

Remember, then, what when a boy I Ve heard my Grandma' telly 
'< Be wabk'd IK nm bt othbbs' haui , abd toit shau do 

BOT.L WEIiIi !" 

Don't fink yourself with yulgar folks, who 'ye got no fix'd abode, 
Tell lies, use naughty words, and say they << wish they may be 
blow'dl" 

Don't take too much of double X ! — and don't at night go out 
To fetch your beer youxtelf, but make the pot-boy bnug year 

stout! 
And when you go to Margate next, just stop, and ring the belly 
Giye my respects to Bfrs. Jones, and say I'm pretty wellt 
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And now for his Legend, which, if the ftete took 
place rather beyond '^ the memory of the oldest inhabi- 
tant/' are yet well known to have occurred in the neigb- 
bonrhood '< once on a time /' and the scene of them will 
be readily pointed out by any one of the fifty intelligent 
fly-drivers who ply upon the pier, and who will conyej 
you safely to the spot for a guerdon which they term 
"three bob." 



THE SMUGGLER'S LEAP. 

A IrEQEND Oi* THANST. 

** New this hamlet (Aool) is a long-disused ohalk-pit of IbmidaU* depth, 
known by the name of ** The Smuggler's leap.** The tradition of the parish 
rans, that a ridingK>lllcer from Sandwkh, ealled Anthotty CUH, lost his Mb 
here in the early part of the present (last) eantnxy, while in pnrsnit of a 
moggler. A fog ooming on^ both parties went oyer the predpiee. The 
smuggler's horse ctdy, it is said, was found emsbed beneath its rider. The 
spot has, of course, been haunted erer sinee."— As "St^ipUMaU to LewVi 
Builorjf of Thatut bjf the Eev. Smkud Jkgge, J. JT. Tiecw 9f goanrsfcaw," 
W. BrUlow, Qinierbury, 1706, p. 127. 

Thi fire-flasli shines from RecnlTMr elif^ 

And the answering light bums blue in tlie skiffy 

And there they stand 

That smuggling band, 
Some in the water, and some on the sand^ 
Ready those contraband goods to land ; 
The night is dark, they are silent and still, 
— At the head of the party is Smuggler Bill ! 

" Now lower away t come, lower away I * 

We must be far ere the dawn of the day. 

If Exciseman Gill should get scent of the prey, 

And should come, and should catch ns here, what would he say t 
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Come, K»ir«r «imy, ladb -— oncd on ^her hyi/ 
Wo '& lAQipb, ho ! ho t at Exciseman Gill t" 

The cargo *s lower'd from the dark sloff's side, 
And the tow-line drags the tubs through the tnl6» 

Ko trick nor flam, 

Bai your real Schiedam. 
***2(ow mdnnt, mj/ruury men» mount and lid^ !'' 
Three on the crupper and one befoie. 
And the led-horse laden with fiye tubs more ; 

But the rich point-lace, 

In the oilHildn case 
Of proof to guard its contents from Dl, 
The « prime of th^ swag,'' is with Smuggler. Bill I 

lifaRily DOW in a goodly row, . 
Away, and vway, those smugglers go. 
And they laugh at Exciseman Gill, ho t ho f 

When out from the turn 

Of the road to Heme, 
Comes GiQ, wide awake to the whole conoera I 
Exciseman Gill, in all his pride. 
With his Custom-house officers all at his side t 
— They were call'd Custom^hoose officers then; 
There were no iuoh things as ** PreventiYe mcB." 

Sauve qtUpeuil 

That lawless crew, 
Away, and away, and away they flewl 
Some dropping one tub, some dropping two ; — 
Some gallop this way, and some gallop that. 
Through Fordwich Level — o*er Sandwich Flat, 
Some fly that way, and some fly this, 
like a covey of birds when the sportsmen miss. 

These in their hurry 

Make for Sturry, 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



TBI nraoGum's liap. 141 

YfiiSi Costom-hoiise officers close in their rewr, 
I>own Rushboume Lane, and so by Westbere, 

None of them stopping, 

Bnt (footing and popping, 
And many a CuBtom-house bnUet goes slap 
Through many a three-gallon tab like a tap; 

And the gin spirts ont, 

And squirts all about, 
And many a heart grew sad that day 
That so much good liquor was so thrown awaj. 

Stnive qui peut! 

That lawless crew, 
Away, and away, and away they flew I 
Some seek Whitstable — some GroTe Ferry, 
Spurring and whipping like madmen — rery— > 
For the life t for the life t they ride ! they ride I 
And the Custom-house officers all diyide, 
And they gallop on after them far and wide ! 
All, an, saye one — Exciseman Gill, — 
He sticks to the skirts of Smuggler Bill! 

Smuggler Bill is six feet high, 

He has curling locks, and a roying eye, 

He has a tongue, and he has a smile 

Train'd the female heart to beguile. 

And there is not a farmer's wife in the Isle, 

From St Nicholas quite 

To the Foreland light. 
But that eye, and that tongue, and that smile will wheedle her 
To haye done with the Grocer, and make Atm her Tea-dealer; 
There is not a farmer there but he still 
Buys gin and tobacco from Smuggler BilL 

Smuggler Bin rides gaSant and gay 
On his dapple-grey mare, away, and away. 
And he pats her neck, and he seems to say, 
*< Fonow who win, ride alter who may, 
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In Bootik he bad need 

Fodder his eteed, 
In lieu of Lent-corn, with a QuioksilYer feed; 
— Nor oats, nor beans, nor the best of old haj. 
Will make him a match for my own di^ple-gr^ J 
Ho! ho!— ho! ho r. says Smuggler Bill-— 
He draws ont a flask, and he wpe his fiB, 
And he langhs « Ho ! ho !" at Excis^naa GiU. 

Down Chistlett lane, so free and so fleet 
Bides Smuggler Bill, and away to Up-street ; 

Sarre Bridge is won — 

Bill thinks it fun; - 
« Ho ! ho ! the old tub-gauging son of a gtm— 
His wind will be thick, and his breeks be thhi. 
Ere a race like this he may hope to win !*' 

Away, away 

Qoes the fleet dapple-grey, 
Fresh as the breeze, and free as the wind. 
And Exciseman Gill lags far behind. 

^^ I would give my soul" quoth Exciseman GiU, 
« For a nag that would catch that Smuggler Bill !^* 
No matter for blood, no matter for bone. 
No matter for colour, bay, brown, or roan, 

So I had but one!" 

A voice cried " Done I" 
<'Ay, dun," said Exciseman Gill, and he spied 
A Custom-house officer close by his side. 
On a high-trotting horse with a dun-coloWd hide.-^ 
** Devil take me" again quoth Exciseman Gill, 
« If I had but that horse, I 'd have Smuggler Bin I** 

From his using such shocking expressions, it's plaift 
That Exciseman Gill was rather profane. 

He was, it is true, 

As bad as a Jew, 
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A sad old scoundrel m eTer you knowv 

And he rode in his 8tirrap8 sixteen sft<ae two. 

— He*d just utter'd the irord* which I 'ye nentbu'd to yon, 

When his hone coming slap on his knees with hiaii threw 

Him head over heels, and away he flew, 

And Exciseman Gill was braised Mack aad hlae. 

When he arose, 

His hands and his clothes^ 
Were as filthy as could be, — he 'd pitched on his iiosei 
And roll 'd over and oyer again in the mud, 
And his nose and his chin were all corer'd with bloed ; 
Yet he scream^ witb passion, ** I 'd rather ffnU 
Than not come up with that Smuggler Bill V* 
— > <*'Mount I Mount I** quoth ihe Custom-house officer, ** get. 
On the back of my Dun, you 11 bother him yet 

* 
Tour wordft are plain, though they 'jre somewhat i^ugh,- 
< Done and Done ' between gentlemen *b always enough I— 
I 'H lend you a Hft — you 're up on him — so,— 
He 's a Tttt one t^ look at— a ifei^ (0 ^0 /** 

Exciseman Gill 

Dash'd up the hill. 
And mark'd not, so eager was he in pursuit^ 
The queer Custom-house officer^s queer^lookiBg boot. 

Smuggler Bill rides on amain. 

He slacks not girth — and he draws not rein, 

Yet the dapple-grey mare bounda on in yain. 

For nearer now — and he hears it plain — 

Sounds the tramp of a horse — << 'Tia the Ganger again \** 

Smuggler Bill 

Dashes round by the mill 
That stands near the road upon Monkton HUl,— - 

"Now speed, — now speed. 

My dapple-grey steed. 
Thou eyer, my dapple, wert good at need ! 
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(Vtr Monkton mead, and thronglL Ifinstw Lertl 
We 'H baffle him jet, be he ganger or devil I 

For Bianston Caye» away I away I 

Now ipeed thee, now speed thee, my good dapp]«- 

It Shan nerer be aaid that Smuggler Bill 
Was mn down like a hare by exciseman GiU V* 

Hanston Gaye was Bill's abode ; 

A mile to the north of the Bamsgate road, 

(Of late they say 

It's been taken away, 
That is, leyeU'd, and filled np with ohalk and clay. 
By a gentleman there of the name of Day.) 
Thither he urges his good dapple-grey ; 

And the dapple-grey steed, 

Still good at need. 
Though her chest it pants, and her flai^ they bleed, 
Dashes along at the top of her speed; 
Bat nearer and nearer Exciseman GiU * 

Cries « Yield thee I now yield thee, thou Smuggler Bill" 

Smuggler Bill, he looks behind. 
And he sees a Don horse come swift as the wind. 
And his nostrils smoke, and his eyes they blase 
like a couple of lamps on a yellow post-chaise ! 

Eyery shoe he has got 

Appears red-hot I 
And sparks round his ears snap, crackle, and play. 
And his tail cocks up in a yery odd way, 
Eyery hair in his mane seems a porcupine's quiS, 
And there on his back sits Exciseman GiB, 
Crying « Tield ihee I now yield thee, thou Smuggler Bfflt" 

Smuggler Bill from his holster drew 

A large horse-pistol, of which he had two, 
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Made by Nock ; 

He puU'd back the oock 
As far as he could to the back of the lock ; 
The trigger he toinsh'd, and the welkm rang 
To the sound of the weapon^ it made sach a bang ; 
Smuggler BiU ne*^ missed his aim, 
The shot told tme on tbe Don — bat there oame 
From the hole where it entered, — not blood, — but flame I 

— He changed his plan. 

And fired at the man; 
But his second horse-pistol flash'd in the pan ! 
And Exciseman GiU with a hearty good will, 
Made a grab at the collar of Smuggler BllL 

The dapple-grey mare made a desperate bound 
When that queer Dun horse on her flank she found, 
Alack 1 and alas I on what dangerous ground I 
It 's enough to make one's flesh to creep 
To stand on that fearfbl yerge, and peep 
Down the rugged sides so dreadftilly steep. 
Where the ehalk-hole yawns f^ sixty-feet deep, 
0*«r which that steed took that desperate leap 1 
It was so dark then under the trees. 
No horse in the world could tell chalk from cheese — 
Pown they went — o'er that terrible fall, — 
Horses, Exciseman, Smuggler, and aH ! ! 

Below were found 

Next day on the groxmd 
By an elderly Gentleman walking his round, 
(I wouldn't haye seen such a sight for a pound,) 
All smash'd and dash'd, three mangled corses. 
Two of th«n hvman, — the third was a horse's, — 
Thai good dapple-grey, and Exciseman GiU 
Yet grasping the collar of Smuggler Bill I 
18 
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But where was the Bun? that terrible Don? — 
From that terrible night he was seen hj none I — 
There are, some people think, though I am not one. 
That part of the Biory all nonsense and fun. 

But the conntry-folks there, 

One and all declare, 
When the " Crowner's 'Qaest" oame to sit on the pair. 
They hwr a loud Horse-langh up in the air I — 

— If in one of the laips 

Of the steam-boat Eclipse 
Ton should go down to Margate to look at the ships. 
Or lo take what the bathing-room people call « Dips,'' 

You may hear old folks talk 

Of that quarry of chalk ; ' ^ 

Or go oyer — it's rather too far for a walk. 
But a three shilling driye wiU giye you a peep 
At that fearful chalk-pit — so awfuUy deep. 
Which is call'd to this moment ** The Smuggler's Leap!" 
Nay more, I am told, on a moonshiny night, 
If you 're ** plucky," and not oyer-subject to fright 
And go and look oyer that chalk-pit white. 

You may see, if you will. 

The Ghost of old Gill 
Grappling the Ghost of Smuggler Bill, 
And the Ghost of the dapple-grey lying between 'em. — 
I'm told so — I can't say I know one who 's seen 'em ! 

Moral. 

And now, gentle Beader, one word ere we part, 
Just take a friend's counsel, and lay it to heart 
Imprimisy don't smuggle I — if, bent to please Beauty, 
You mutt buy French lace, — purchase what has paid duty l^ 
Don't use naughty word^, in the next place, — and ne'er in 
Your language adopt a bad habit of swearing ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



* ' BL017DIE JACKS 01* SHRETTSBBSRIB. 147 

Neyer say " Devil take me I" — 

Or, " shake me I" — or " bake me " 
Or saoh-like expressions. — Remember Old Nick . 
To take folks at their word is remarkably quick. 

Another sound maxim IM wish yon to keep, . 

Is, <'Mind what yon are after, and — Look ere yon Leap!'* 

AboTe an, to my last gravest caution attend — 

NlYXR BOBBOW A HOBSB TOV DOK'V KBOW OF A IBIEND I ! ! 



■VWWWWWWWWWVWVVWNA/WWWWWWWWW* 



For the story which succeeds I am indebted to Mrs. 
Botherby. She is a Shropshire Lady by birth, and I 
overheard her, a few weeks since, in the nursery chaunt- 
ing the following, one of the Legends peculiar to her 
native County, for the amusement and inclination of 
Seaforth's little boy, who was indeed ''all ears/' As 
Balph de Diceto, who alludes to the main facts, was 
Dean of St. Paul's in 1183, about the time that the 
Temple Church was consecrated, the history is evidently 
as ancient as it is authentic, though the author of the 
present paraphrase has introduced many unauthorised, as 
well as '' anachronismatical interpolations.'' — For the 
interesting note on the ancient family of Ketch, I need 
scarcely say, I am obliged to the Simpkinson. 
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A LEGEND OV "THE PROUD SALOPIANS.'^ 

THE SHROPSHIRE BLUEBEARD. 

• HlBoe ftr6 temporibas, In agio Salopleiui, QnidaiB, eol momm JohamMt, 
SU AanflUlttnt delnde BunoapatiM, vxonf quunpliiiiiiiafl dueft, mtmi 
•t (iU nferuDt) nsBdvait; osn 0olftm omi minB magnitadinif nllnqmniL 
Tom demilm in flagnmte delicto, Tel ** mann mbrft," at diennt Joriico n mlt^ 
deizentiu^ mmlflm tIx <^pprimitar. — Rasulpbdb ]»i Biono. 

Oh t whj doth thine eje gleam so briglit, 

Oh ! why doth thine eye gleam so brij^t T — 

The Mother 's at home. 

The Maid may not roam. 
She never win meet tiiee to-night I 

By the light 
Of the moon — It *8 impossible — quite I 

Tet thine eye is still brilliant and bright, 

It i^eams with a fiendish delight — 
"'Tis done — 
She is won! 
Nothing nnder the son 
Can loose the eharm'd ring, though it's slight I 

Ho! hot 
It fits so remarkably tight !** — 
The wire i^ as thin as a thread, 

mmm Jacket 
The wire is as thin as a thread \ — 

(148) 
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''Though slight be the chain, 
Again might and main 
Cannot rend it in twain — She is wed ! 

She is wed! 
She, is mine, be she living or dead ! 

Haw! hawll- 

Naj, Iftvgh not» I pray thee, so loud, 

mmiriU 9ac&e! 
Oh ! laugh not so loud and so clear ! 
Though sweet is thy smile 
The heart to beguHe, 
Yet thy laugh is quite shocking to hear, 

dear! 
It makes the blood curdle with fear ! 

The Maiden is gone by the glen, 

SSlotttife Sacfte! 
She is gone by the glen and the wood — 
It's a Tory odd thing 
She should wear such a ring, 
"While her tresses are bound with a snood. 

By the rood! 
It's a thing that 's not well understood I 

The Maiden is stately and tall, 

B^lottHre Jadtel 
And stately she walks in her pride ; 
But the Young Mary-Anne 
Buns as fast as she can, 
To o'ertake her, and walk by her side ; 

Though she chide— - 
She deems not her sister a bride I 
But the Maiden is gone by the glen, 

mmittU Sacfte! 
18* • 
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Mar/-Anne she is gone by the lea ; 

She o'ertakea not her sister, 
It's clear she has miss'd her, 
And cannot think where she can be ! 

Dear me! 
,« Ho ! ho ! —We shall see ! we shall see I" 

Mary- Anne is gone over the lea, 

Mary-Anne she is come to the Tower ; 

But it makes her heart quail. 

For it looks like a jail, 
A deal more than a fair Lady's bower. 

So sour 
Its ngly grey walls seem to lonr. 

For the Barbican's massy and high, 

And the oak-door is heavy and brown. 

And with iron it's plated 

And machecollated. 
To ponr boiling oil and lead down ; 

How you'd frown 
Should a Ifedle-fnll fall on your crown ! 

The rock that it stands on is steep. 

To gain it one 's forced for to creep ; 
The Portcullis is strong. 
And the Drawbridge is long, 

And the water runs fill round the Keep ; 

At a peep 

T<m can see that the Meatus Tcr^ deep t 

The drawbridge is long, but it's down, 
And the Portcullis hangs in the air ; 
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And no Warder is near 

With his horn and his epear, 
To giye notice iv^n people oome there. — 

I declare 
Mazy-Anne has mn into the Sqoare I 

The oak-door is heaTj and broimy 

Bat the oak-door is standing igar, * 

And no one is there 

To say, '*P^y take a chair. 
Yon seem tired, Bliss, irith running so far — 

So yott are— 
With groim people yon 're scarce on a par I" 

But the yonng Mary-Anne is net tired, 

asUniMe SMUI 
She roams o'er yonr Tower by herself; 
She runs through, very soon. 
Each bondoir and saloon, 
And examines each closet and shei^ 

Tonr pelf, 
AH yonr plate^ and year china— and delf. 

She looks at your Arras so fine, 

aSlotttiCe Jadte! 
So rich, an description it mocks ; 

And she now and then panses 
To gaze at your vases, 
Tour pictures, and or-molu clocks ; 

Erery box, 
Every cupboard, and drawer she unlocks. 

She looks at the paintings so rare, 

MontiCe Jsdtel 
That adorn every wall in your house; 

Your impayable pieces. 

Your Paul Yeroneses, 
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Tour Bembnndts, your Guidos, and Bows, 

Morlftnd'8 Cows, 
Clande*s Landseapes,— and LandscMr's Bow-wows. 

She looks at your Stataes so fine, 

Moutite Jadte! 
And mighty great notice she takes 
Of your Niobe crying, 
Your Mirmillo dying, 
Your Hercules strangling tJie snakes, — 

How he shakes 
The nasty great things as he wakes! 

Your Laocoon, his serpents and boys, 

maalilt JtacKel* 
She Ti^ws with some little dismay ; 
A copy of that I can 
See in the Vatican, 
Unless the Pope 's sent it away. 

As they say. 
In the Globe, he intended last May.* 

There *s your Belvidere Phoebns, with which. 

Sir. Milman says none other Ties. 

(His lines on Apollo 

Beat all the rest hollow. 
And gained him the Newdigate prize.) 

How the eyes 
Seem watching the shaft as it flies ! 

There 's a room full of satins and silks, 
There *s a room full of yelvets and lace, 

•"The Pope 18 Mtid — this fact U hardly credible- to hare aold the 
LaocoOn and the Apollo Belyidere to the Emperor of Bnada for nhie i 
of franoB.*'— Globe and TnxveOer, 
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There are drawers full of rings, 

And a thouBand fine things, 
And a splendid gold watch with a case 

O'er its fiMse, 
^ in every room in the place. 

There are forty fine rooms on a floor, 

And erery room fit for a Ball, 

It's so gorgeous and rich, 
With so lofty a pitch, 
And so long, and so broad, and so tall ; 

Yes^all, 
Save the last one ^- and that's very small I 
It boasts not stool, table, or chair, 

SmouTKe Jfldtel 
But one Cabinet, costly and grand, 

Which has little gold figures 
Of little gold Niggers, 
With fishing-rods stuck in each hand. — 

It's Japann'dy 
And it's placed on a splendid buhl stand. 

Its hinges and clasps are of gold, 

BlottMe Sac&e! 
And of gold are its key-hole and key. 
And the drawers within 
Haye each a gold pin, 
And they're number'd with 1, 2, and 8, 

Ton may see 
AH the figures ixi.gold filigree ! 

Number 1 's full of emeralds green, 

mUMlz Jktdtet 
Number 2 's full of diamond and pearl ; 

But what does she see 

In drawer Number 8 



Digitized by 



Google 



154 A LBGBin) OF SHROPSHIItl. 

That makes all her senses to whitl, 

Poor Girll 
And each lock of her ht&e to nncurl? — 

Wedding fingers are sweet pi^tty things, 

BlouMe JadteT 
To salnte them one eagerly strires, 

When one kneels to "propose" — 
It's another qudque chose 
When cut off at the knuckles with knires, 

From onr wires, 
Thcjy are tied up in bunches of fires. 

Yet there they lie, one, two, three, four! 

SlottHfeJadtel 
There lie they, fire, six, seren, eight ! 
And by them, in rows, 
lie eight little Great-Toes, 
To match in size, colour, and weight! 

From their state, 
It would se«n they'd been serer'd of late. 

Beside them are eight Wedding-rings, 

monntz Saclte! 
And the gold is as thin as a thread-^ 
"Ho! ho! — She is mine — 
This will make up the Nine!" — 
Dear me ! who those shocking words said ? — 

—She fled 
To hide herself under the bed. 

But, alas ! there 's no bed in the room, 

asiott^fe Sactet 
And she peeps from the window on high ; 

Only fancy her fright 

And the terrible sight 
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Down below, which at once meets her eye I 

"Oh My I r 
She half uttered, — but stifled her ciy. 

For she saw it was T^u and your Kan, 

BlouHfe Jadto ! 
And she heard your nnpleasant "Haw! haw I" 
While her sister, stone dead, 
By the hair of her head, ^ 

O'er the bridge you were trying to draw. 

As she saw — 
A thing qnite contra-ry to law! 

Tour man has got hold of her heels, 

mottHfe Sacitel 
SKottTlte Jfoctte ! you're got hold of her hair !— 
But nor 5kicfte nor his Man 
Can see young Mary-Anne, 
She has hid herself under the stair, 

And Uiere 
Is a horrid great Dog, I declare ! 

His eyeballs are bloodshot and blear, 

Blim>ife Jkcke! 
He's a sad ugly our for a pet ; 

He seems of the breed 
Of that «,Biny," indeed. 
Who used to kin rats for a bet ; 

—I forget 
H0W many one morning he ate. 

He has slnills, ribs, and rertebrsB there, 

mni^U Jtadke! 

And tUigh-bones ; — and, though it's so dim 
Tet it's plain to be seen 
He has piok'd them quite clean, — 
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She expects to be torn limb from limb, 

So grim 
He looks at her— and she looks at him I 

Sh$ has giren him a bnn and a roll, 

She has giyen him a roll and a bnn, 

And a shreirsbnrj cake, 

Of 9snrii*«* oim make, 
Which she happen'd to take ere her nm 

She begim— • 
She'd been used to a hmcheon at One. 

It's a " pretty particular Fix," 

VUtttife Jfodte! 
— Abore, — ^there 's the Maiden that's dead ; 
Below — growling. at her — 
There's that Cannibal Cnr, 
Who at present is munching her bread 

Instead 
Of her leg, — or her arm, — or her head. 

It's ** a pre% particular Fix," 

mmMt Jtodtel 
She is caught like a mouse in a trap ; 

Stay I — there 's somethinjg, I think. 
That has sUpp'd througji a chink, 
And fall'n, by a singular hap, 

Slap, 
Into poor little Mary-Anne's lap ! 

It 's a rery fine little gold ring, 

IHottHfe Scdr ! 

*0h, Paittnl Prince of cak^-oompoundersl the month Uqnefief tt thy THy 
name— bat there I 
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Tety thoagh fllight» it 's remarkably stout, 

But it's made a sad stain, 

Which will always remain 
On her frook— for Blood will not wash out; 

« , - - I doubt 

Salts of Lemon won't bring it about I 

She has grasp'd that gold ring in her hand, 

motttrfe Saclte! 
In an instant she stands on the floor, 
She makes but one bound 
O'er the back of the hodnd, 
And a hop, skip, and jump to the door, 

And she's o'er 
The drawbridge she'd trarersed before ! 

Her hair's floating loose in the breeie, 

For gone is her « bonnet of blue." 

— Now the Barbican 's past! — 

Her legs "go it" as fast 
As two drumsticks a-beating tattoo, ' 

As they do 
At B^Toillie, Parade, or Reyiewl 

She has run into Shrewsbury town, 

asiou^fe Sadte! 
She has called out the Beadle and Ma/r, 
And th6 Justice of Peace, 
And the Rural Police, 
inn « Battie Field" swarms Uke a Fair, — 

And see there! — 
Fen th« Parson's beginning to swear ! I 

There's a pretty to-do in your Tower, 

BlotOife 3MUI 

In your Tower there 's a pretty to-do ! 
All the people of Shrewsbury 
Playing old gooseberry 
14 
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Unth your ehoice bits of tmste and ve»td; 

SMh bgoa 
Is upset in their search after you ! 

They are playing the deuce with your things, 

lOottlife Jackf I 
There's your Cupid is broken in two. 
And 80 too, between us, is 
Each of your Yenuses, 
The *< Antique" ones you bought of the Jew, 

And the new 
One, George Bobbins swears came from St. Qoud. 



3nott»e Saciul 



If not more, 



The Calliptgb's injured behind. 

The Di M«Dioi*s injured before ! 

And the AnADTOMsini 

's injured in so many 
Places, I think there's a score, 

Of her fingers and toes on the floor. 

They are hunting you up stairs and down, 

moimfe Sadtet 
Evei^ person to pass is fserbid. 

While they turn out the closets 
And all their dq^sits — 
'< There's the dust-hole —come lift 19 the Ud I"— 

So they did-- 
But they could not find where you were hidi 
Ah! Ah! — they will hare you at last, 

JtUu^te Jfcittl 
Th^ ohimneys to search they begin ; — 

They have found yon at last ! — 

There you are, sticking fast, 
With your knees doubled up to your chin, 

Though you're thin! 
—-Dear me ! what a mess you are in ! — 
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l^at a terrible pickle you 're in, 

Why, your face is as black as your bat! 

Your fine Holland shirt 

Is an over dirtl 
And so is your point-lace crayat I 

What a Flat, 
To seek such an asylum as that I 

They can scarcely help laughing, I vow, 

mmttU Jfotkef 
In the midst of their turmoil and ^rife ; 
Tea 're not fit to be seen! 
— You look like Mr. Kean 
In the play where he murders his irife ! — 

On my life 
You ought to be scraped with a knife ! 

They haye puH'd you down flat on your back I 

iSloutife Jfoctel 
They haye puH'd you down flat on your back ! 
And they smack, and they thwack. 
Till your "funny bones" crack. 
As if you were stretch'd on the rack, 

At each thwack! — 
Oood lack I what a sayage attack ! 

They call for Ihe Parliament Man, 

SnatiM Jfocfce! 
And the Hangman, the matter to clinch. 

And they call for the Judge, 

But others cry " Fudge ! — 
Bon*t budge Mr. Calcraft,-^ an inch! 

*■ Jehan de Ketche sebtd as ProTost Marsbal to tbe army of WHUam ttM 
Oonqoeror, and noeived from that monarch a grant of tba digni^ «f 
Bereditwy Orand Vonctiottary of England, together witit a '^enrft or paw^l 
oriMid,'* known l^ the name of the #ltr 3SaCli^ ea Mida&, to ba iMld by 
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ICr. lofiMlil* 

^m do Teiy well at a pincli I" 
It is useless to souffle and ouif, 

It is useless to straggle and bite I 

And to kiok and to semtch 

Tou hare met frith yonr matoh, 
And the Shrewsbury Boys hold jou tight^ 

Despite 
Tour determined attempts " to show fight" 

They are pulling yfa all sorts of ways. 

They are twisting your right leg Nor-west, 

And your left leg due South, 

And your knee 's in your mouth, 
And your head is poked down on your breast, 

And it's prest, 
I protest^ almost into your chest I 

They hare pull'd off your arms and your legs, 

As the naughty boys serre the blue flies : 

)iim, and the h«in g«neral of hia body, in Ormnd Seijeanly, bj the yeeriy 
pntentetlon of "ane hempen creTatte." After ramaiainf tor tereral 
generations in the same name, the offloe passed, bj marriage of the heiress, 
into the andent fiunily of the Kirbys, and thence again to that of Oalkraft 
(1st Elis. 1668).— Abhorson CaUeraft Esq. of Sai&ron Hill, oo. Hiddx. the 
present representatire of the Ketches, exercised his "Auction,'' on a Terj 
recent occasion, and claimed and was allowed the fte of 13^ nnder the 
apdent grant as Iff^numtLTCst WsLfltS. 

Abmb. — 1st and 4th, Quarterly, Argent and Sable; In the flrst quarter a 
Gibbet of the second, noosed proper, OaUera/L 2nd. Sable, three Mighteaps 
Argent, tufted Gules, 2 and 1, Kdehe, Srd. Or, a Nosegay ^leunmt, Kirbg. 

exjnwnM. — Dexier: A Sheriff in his pride, robed Gules, chained and 
eollaredOr. — Siiniifer: An Ordinary displayed liroper, wigged andbandad 
Argent, nosed Gules. 

Mono. ~ Sio nuB AD Asnul 

• Xbe AaeriMB Justliaan, Compiler of the « Taakee Pandeets.". 
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And they're torn from their sockets, 

And put in their pockets 
Yonr fingers and thumbs for a prize I 

And your eyes 
A Doctor has bottled— from Guy*s.» 

Tonr tmnk, thus dismembered and torn, 

They hew, and they hack, and they chop; 

And, to finish the whole. 

They stick np a pole 
In the place that 's still call'd the << Wsltie €0990," 

And they pop 
Yonr grim gory head on the top I 

They have bnried the fingers and iocs, 

mmOiit Sacftel 

Of the Tictims so lately yonr prey. 

From those fingers and eight toes 

Sprang"" early potatoes, 
« %A}li$M* Sinamu " they're caU'd to this day ; 

— So they say, — 
And yon usually dig them in May. 

What became of the dear little girl ? 

SttottHre Sodtel 
What became of the young Mary-Anne ? 
Why, I 'm sadly afraid 
That she died an Old Maid, 
For she fancied that every young man 

Had a plan 
To trepan her like ** poor Sister Fan I" 

So they say she is now leading apes, 

ISlottMe jAckel 

• A timlltt ftppiopriatioii is said to hare been made, by an eminent praetl- 
tioner, of those of the late Monsieur Conr? oiser. 
14* 
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And mends Bachelors' small-clothes below ; 

The story is old, 

And%as often been told, 
Bat I cannot beUere it is so — 

Not No! 
Depend on 't the tale is « Ko Go I" 

Moral. 

And now for the moral I 'd fain, 

Bloa^fe Jtadte! 
That joong Ladies shonld draw from my pen, — 
It's — « Don't take these f^U 
Upon moon-shiny nights, 
With gay, harum-iearum yonng men, 

Down a glen!— 
Ton really can't tmst one in ten t" 

Let them think of yonr terrible Tower, 

38hnttife Swftel 
And don't let them liberties take. 

Whether Maidens or Sponses, 
In Bachelors' honses ; 
Or, some time or another, they'll make 

AMistakel 
And lose— more than a i&|rcelD8!ien(e €«1Utl 
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Her niece, of whom I baye before made honoorable 
mentioD, is not a whit behind Mrs. Bothergy in furnish- 
ing entertainment for the young folks., If little Charles 
has the aunt to 9ol fa him to slumber. Miss Jenny is 
equally fortunate in the possession of a Sappho of her 
own. It is to the air of << Drops of Brandy '^ that Patty 
has adapted her version of a venerable ditty, which we 
have all listened to with respect and affection under its 
old title of 



THE BABES IN THE WOOD; 

OB, 

THE NORFOLK TRAGEDY. 

AN OLD SONO TO AKEW TUNB. 

Whin we were aU Utile and good, — 

A long time ago I'm afraid, Miss — 
We were told of the Babes in the Wood 

By their false, cruel Uncle betray'd, Miss ; 
Their Pa was a Sqnire, or a Knight, 

In Norfolk I think his estate lay — 
That is, if I recollect right. 

For I 'ye not read the history lately.* 

Their Pa and their Ma being seized 

^th a tiresome complaint, which, in some seasons, 
People are apt to^ seized 

With, who 're not on their goard against phim-seasonfl, 

• Sm Bloomfield's Hiftory of the Oonnty of Norlblk, in which all the p«r- 
tkalan of this lamentable history are (or ought to he) ftilly detailed, together 
wttli the names of the partke, and an elaborate pedigree of the ftmlly. 
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Their medical man shook his head 
As he oould not get well to the root of it; 

And the Babes stood on each side the bedi, 
While their Uncle, he stood at the foot of it 

<«0h, Brother!" their Ma whispered, faint 

And low, for breath seeming to labour, '< Who'd 
Think that this horrid complaint, 

That's been going about in the neighbourhood, 
Thus should attack me, —nay, more, 

My poor husband besides, — and so fall on him I 
Bringing us so near to Death's door 

That we can't aroid making a call on him ! 

** Now think, 'tis your Sister inrokes 

Tour aid, and the last word she says is, 
Be kind to those dear little folks 

When our toes are tum'dup to the daisies !^> 
By the serrants don't let them be snubb'd, — 

— Let Jane hare her fruit and her cust^ird,-^ 
And mind Johnny's chilblains are rubb'd 

Well with Whitehead's best essence of mustard. 

** Tou know they'll be pretty well off in 

Respect to what's called 'worldly gear, 
For John, when his Pa's in his coffin, 

Gomes in to three hundred a-year ; 
And Jane 's to have fire hundred pound 

On her marriage paid down, ey'ry penny, 
So you 11 own a worse match might be found. 

Any day in the week, than our Jenny !" 

Here the Uncle pretended to cry, 
And, like an old thorough-paced rogue, he 

Put his handkerchief up to his eye. 
And deroted himself to old Bogey 
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If he did not mkike matters all right, 

AndNiaid, should he covet their riches. 
He ''irished the old Gentleman might 

Flj away with him body and breeches t" 

No sooner, however, were they 

Pat to bed with a spade by the sexton, 
Than he carried the darlings away 

Out of that parish into the next one, 
Giving out he should take them to town 

And select the best school in the nation, 
That John might not grow up a clown. 

But receive a genteel education, 

" Greek and Latin old twaddle I call 1" 

Says he, << WhUe his mind's ductile and plastic, 
I ni place him at Botheboys Hall 

"Where he'll learn all that's new and gymnastic. 
While Jane, as, when girls have the dumps. 

Fortune-hunters, by scores, to entrap 'em rise, 
Shan go to those worthy old frumps. 

The two Misses Tickler of Clapham Rise I" 

Having thought on the How and the Wheii 

To get rid of his nephew and niece. 
He sent for two ill-looking men, 

And he gave them five guineas a-piece.— 
Says he, << Each of you take up a child 

On the crupper, and when you have trotted 
pome miles through that wood lone and wild. 

Take your knife out and cut its carotid I" 

<« Bone" and " done" is pronounced on each side, 

l¥hile the poor littie dears are delighted 
To think they a-oock-horse shall ride. 

And are not in the least degree frighted ; 
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They say their « Ta I Ta !" as they start, 
And they prattle so nice on their jonmey. 

That the rogues themselres wish to thMr heart 
They could finish the Job by attorney. 

Nay, one was so taken aback 

By seeing such spirit and life in them, 
That he fairly ezclaim'd *'I say, Jack, 

I 'm blowed if I eon put a knife in them 1"^ 
*< Pooh !'' says his pal, *< you great dunce I 

Tou 're pouoh'd the good gentleman's money, 
So out with your whinger at once, 

And scrag Jane, irtiile I spiflioate Johnny !'* 

He refused, and harsh language ensued, 

Which ended at length in a duel. 
When he that was mildest in mood 

Qare the truculent rascal his gruel; 
The Babes quake with hunger and fear. 

While the rufBian hia dead comrade. Jack, buriea ; 
Then he cries, " Loves, amuse yourselves here 

With the hips, and the haws, and the blackberries t 

'<1 11 be back in a couple of shakes; 

So don% dears, be quivering and quaking : 
I'm going to get you some cakes. 

And a nice butter'd roll that's a>baking V* 
He rode off with a tear in his eye. 

Which ran down his rough cheek, and wet it, 
As he said to himself with a sigji, 

"Pretty souls !— don't they wish they may get it ! ! '^ 

From that moment the Babes ne'er caught sight 
Of the wretch who thus wrought their undoin|^ 

But pass'd all that day and that night 
In wandering about and <<boo-hoo"-ing. 
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The night prored oold, cirearj, and dark. 
So that, worn out with sighings and sobbings. 

Next mom they were found stiff and stark, 
And stone-dead, by two little Oock-Bolnns. 

Ihese two little birds it sore grieves 

To see what so crael a dodge I call,— < 
They coyer the bodies with leaves, 

And interment quite ornithological ; 
It might more ezpenslTe hare been, 

Bat I doubt, thon^ I 've not been to see 'em, 
If among those in all Kensal Green 

Yon conld find a more neat Mansolenm. 

Now, whatever yonr rogues may suppose, 

Gonscienee always makes resUess their pillows^ 
And Justice, though blind, has a nose 

That sniffs out all concealed peccadilloes. 
The wicked old Uncle, they say, 

In spite of his riot and revel. 
Was hippish and qualmish all day. 

And dreamt all night long of the d— 1. 

He grew gouty, dyspeptic, and sour. 

And his brow, once so smooth and so placid, » 

Fresh wrinkles acquired every hour. 

And whatever he swallowed tum'd acid. 
The neighbours thoui^t all was not ri^t, 

Socarely one with him ventured to parley. 
And Captain Swing came in the night. 

And burnt all his beans and his barley. 

There was hardly a day but some fox 
Ban away with his geese and his ganders : 

His wheat had the mildew, his flocks 
Took the rot, and his horses the glanders ; 
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His daughters drank mm in their tea, 
His son, who had gone for a sailor, 

Went down in a steamer at sea, 
And his wife ran away with a tiulor ! 

It was clear he lay under a cnrse, 

None would hold with him any commuoion | 
Erery day matters grew worse and worse, 
^ Till they ended at length in The Union ; i 
While his man being caught in some fact, 
(The particular crime I 'ye forgotten,) 
When he came to be hang'd for the act. 
Split and told the whole story- to Cotton. 

Understanding the matter was blown, 

His employer became apprehensive 
Of what, when 'twas more fully known, 

Might ensue — he grew thoughtful and pensire ; 
He purchased some sugar-of-lead. 

Took it home, popp*d it into his porridge, 
Ate it up, and then took to his bed, 

And so died in the workhouse at Norwich. 



MORAl. 

Ponder weQ now, dear Parents, eack word 

That I've wrote, and when Sinus rages 
In the dog-days, don't be so absurd 

As to blow yourselres out with Ghreen-gages ! 
Of stone-fruits in general, be shy. 

And reflect it's a fact beyond question 
19iat Grapes, when they're spelt with an (, 

P^mote anything else but digestion;— 
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-^When you set about making your will, 

Which is commonly done when a body 's ill, 
Mind, and word it with caution and skill. 

And aToid, if you can, any codicil ! 
When once you've appointed an heir 

To the fortune you're made, or obtained, ere 
You leave a reversion, beware 

Whom yon place in contingent remainder ! 

Executors, Guardians, and all 

Who have children to mind, don't ill treat them, 
Nor think that, because they are small 

ftnd weak, you may beat them, and cheat them! 
Remember that <<il]«gotten goods 

Never thrive ;" their possession's but cursory; 
So never turn out in the woods 

Little folks you should keep in the nursery. 

Be sure he who does such base things 

Will ne'er stifle Conscience's clsimour ; 
His ''riches will make themselves wings," 

And his property come to the hammer ! 
Then He, — and not those he bereaves, 

Will have most cause for sighings and sobbings, 
When he finds Atm«e(^ smother'd with leaves 

(Of fat .catalogues) heap'd up by Robbins I 
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The inddents recorded in the sncceeding Legend were 
commnnicated to a dear friend of oar family bj the late 
lamented Sir Walter Scott. The names and localities 
have been scrupulooslj retained, as she is ready to testify. 
The proceedings in this case are, I believe, recorded in 
some of our law reports, though I have never been able 
to lay my hand upon tbem. 



THE DEAD DRUMMER. 

A LEGEND OF SALISBUBT PLAIN. * 

Oh, SalisbiiTy Plain is bleak and bare, — 
At least so I Ve heard many people declare, 
P<Mr I fairly confess I nerer was there ;— 

Not a shrab nor a tree, 

Nor a bush, can you see ; 
No hedges, no ditches, no gates, no stiles. 
Much less a house, or a cottage for miles ; — 
— It*8 a Tery sad thing to be caught in the rain 
When nij^t's coming on uj>on Salisbnry Plain. 

Now, I'd hare you to know 

That a great while ago, — 
The best part of a century, may be, or so, 
Across this same plain, so dull and so dreary, 
A couple of Trayellers, way-worn and weary. 

Were making their way; 

Their profession, you'd say. 
At a single glance did not admit of a query ; 
The pump-handled pig: tail, and whiskers worn then. 
With scarce an exception, by seafaring men. 
The jacket, — the loose trousers " bows'd up together " — all 
Guiltless of braces, as those of Charles Weatherall, — 
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The pigeon-toed step, and the rollicking motion. 
Bespoke them two genuine sons of the Ocean, 
And show'd in a moment their real char<fcters, 
(The accent so placed on this word by onr Jack Tars.) 

The one in advance was sturdy and strong, 
. With arms uncommonly bony and long. 
And his Guernsey shirt 
Was all pitch and dirt, 
Which sailors don't think inconvenient or wrong. 
He was very broad-breasted, 
j And very deep-chested ; 

His sinewy frame correspond with the rest did, 
I Except as to height, for he could not be more 

j At the most, you would say, than some five feet four, 

! And if measured, perhaps had been found a thought lower. 

Dame Nature in fact,*— whom some person or other, 
— A Poet, — has call'd a " capricious step-mother,^ 
You saw when beside him, 
* Had somehow denied him 

In lon^tnde what she had granted in latitude, 
A trifling defect 
You'd the" sooner detect 
! From his having contracted a stoop in his attitude. 

j Square-built and broad-shoulder'd, good-humour'd and gay, 

With his collar and countenance open as day. 
The latter — 'twas mark'd with small-pox, by the way, — 
Had a sort of expression good-will to bespeak ; 
He'd a smile in his eye, and a quid in his cheek! 
And, in short, notwithstanding his failure in height. 
He was just such a man as you'd say, at first sight, 
You would much rather dine, or shake hands, with than fight ! 
The other, his friend and companion, was taller 
By five or six inches, at least, than the smaller ; — 
From his air and his mien 
It was plain to be seen, 
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That he was, or had been, 

A something between 
The real "Jack Tar" and the "Jolly Marine." . 
For, though he ^ould give an occasional hitch, 
Sailor-like to his "slops," there was something, the which. 
On the whole sayour'd more of the pipe-clay than pitch. — 
Such were now the two men who appeared on the hill, 
Harry Walters the tall one, the shcMrt " Spanking BUL" 

To be caught in the rainy 

I repeat it again. 
Is exiaremely unpleasant on Salisbury Plain ; 
And when with a good soaking shower there are blended 
Blue lightnings and thunder, the matter's not mended ; 

Such was the case 

In this wild dreary place. 
On the day that I 'm speaking of now, when the brace 
Of traVUers lAuded to quickened their pace. 
Till a good#teady walk became more like a race 
To get quit of the tempest which held them in chase. 

Louder, and louder 

Than mortal gunpowder. 
The heaVnly artill'ry kept crashing and roaring. 
The lightning kept flashing, the rain too kept pouring. 

While they, helter-skelter. 

In vain sought for shelter 
From, what I have term'd, " a regular pelter ;" 

But the deuce of a screen 

Could be anywhere seen. 
Or an object except that on one of the rises> 

An old way-post show'd 

Where the Lavington road 
Branched off to the left from the one to Deyizefi; 
And thither the footsteps of Waters seem'd tending. 
Though a doubt might exist of the course he was bending. 
To a landsman, at least, who, whereyer-he goes, 
Is content for the most part, to follow his nose ; — 
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While Harry kept "backing 

And filling"— and "tacking,"— 
Two nantical terms which, I'll wager a guinea, are 

Meant to imply ^ 

What you, Reader, and I 
W(^d call going zig-zag, and not rectilinear. 

But here, once for all, let me beg you '11 excuse 
All mistakes I may make in the words sailors use 

'Mongst themselyes, on a cruise. 

Or ashore with the Jews, 
Or in making their court to their Polls and their Sues, 
Or addressing those slop-selling females afloat — women 
Known in our nayy as oddly named boat-women. 
The fact is, I can't say, I'm versed in the school 
So ably conducted by Marryat and Poole ; 
(See the last-mention'd gentleman's "Admiral's Daughter;*') 

The grand vademeeum 

For all who to sea come. 
And set, the first time in their liyes, in blue water ; 
Of course in the use of sea terms you '11 not wonder 
If I now and then should fall into some blunder, 
For which Captain Chamier, or Mr. T. P. Cooke 
Would call me a "Lubber," and " Son of a Sea-cook." 

To return to our muttons — This mode of progression 
At length upon Spanking Bill made some impression. 

— " Hillo, messmate, what cheer ? 

How queer you do steer!" 
Cried Bill, whose short legs kept him still in the rear. 
" Why what 's in the wind, Bo ? — what is it you fear?" 
For he saw in a moment that something wae -frightening 
His shipmate much more than the thunder and lightning. 

— " Fear ?" stammer'd out Waters, " why. Him ! — don't you nee 
What faces that Drummer-boy's making at me I — 
— How he dodges me so 
Whereyer I go? — 
What is it he wants with me, Bill, — do you know ?" 
J5» 
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— "What Drummer-boy, Harry?" cries Bill in surprise, 

(With a brief explanation, that ended in " eyes,") 

"What Drummer-boy, Waters ? — the coast is all clear, A 

We hayen't got never no Drummer-boy here I" 

— " Why, there ! — don*t you see ^' *- 

How he's following me ? 
. Now this way, now that way, and won't let me b« I 
Keep him off, Bill — look here — 
Don't let him come near I 
Only see how the blood-drops his features besmear I 
What» the dead come to life again I — Bless me !— - Oh dear t" 

.f 

Bill remarked in reply, " This is all Tery queer — ^ 

What, a Drummer*boy — bloody, too — eh ! — well, I neyer — 

I caji't see no Dnunmer-boy here whatsumdeyer !" 

"Not see him! — why there; — look I — he*s close by the 

post — 
Hark ! — ^hark ! — how he drums at me now I *— he's a Gh<yt V* 

"A what ?" returned Bill, — at that moment a flash 

More than commonly awful preceded a crash 

Like what's called in Kentucky " an Almighty Smash." — 

And down Harry Waters went plump on his knees, 

While the sound, though prolong'd, died away by degrees ; 

In its last sinking echoes, however, were some 

Which, Bill could not help thinking, resembled a drum ! 

"Hollo! Watersi— I says," 

Quoth he in amaze, 
•* Why, I never see'd nujffin in all my bom days 

Half so queer 

As this here. 
And I'm not very clear 
But that one of us two has good reason for fear — 
You to jaw about drummers, with nobody near us I — 
{ must say as how that I thinks it's mystierias." 
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•*0h, mercy t" roar'd Waten, "do keep him off, Bin, 
And, Andrew, forgiye I— Fll confess all !— I will I 

ril make a clean breast, 

And as for the rest, 
Ton may do with me just what the lawyers think best; 
Bat hannt me not thns ! — let these yisitings cease, 
And your yengeance accomplished, Boy, leave me in peace I" 
— Harry paused for a moment, — then turning to Bill, 
Who stood with his mouth open, steady and stall. 
Began << spinning *' trhat nauticals term a << tough yam," 
Vis : his tale of what Bill call'd << this precious eontam*'* 
* * « « « 

V It was in ftuch lui hour as this, 

On such a wild and wintry day. 
The forked lightning seem*d to hiss. 

As now, athwart our lonely way. 
When first these dubious paths I tried -« 
Fo» Uwdform was by my side I — 

•* Not livid then — the ruddy glow * 

Of life, and youth, and health it bore I 
And bloodless was that gory brow. 

And cheerful was the smile it wore, 
And mildly then those eyes did shine— 
•-Those eyes which now are blasting mine 1 1 

« They beam'd with confidence and love 

Upon my face, — and Andrew Brand 
Had sooner fear*d yon frightened dove 

Than harm from Gerva^e Matcham's hand 
— I am no Harry Waters— men 
Did call me Gervase Matcham then. 

**And Matcham, though a humble name, 

Was stainless as the feathery flake 
From Heaven, whoso virgin whiteness cjime 
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Upon the neirlj frozen lake ; 
Commander, comrade, all began 
To land the Soldier, — ^like the Man. 

"Nay, muse not, William, — I have said 
^ I was a soldier — staunch and tme 

As any he above whose head 
Old England's lion banner flew ; 

And, duty done,-:- her claims apart^— 

'Twas said I had a kindly heart 

"And years roU'd on, — and jrith them came 
Promotion — Corporal — Sergeant — all 

In torn — I kept mine honest fame— * 
Onr ColoneFs self, — whom men did call 

The veriest Martinet — ev'n he, 

Though cold to most, was kind to me ! — 

" One mom — oh ! may that morning stand 

Accursed in the rolls of fate 
Tin latest time ! — ^here came command 

To carry forth a charge of weight 
To a detachment far away, — 
— It was their regimental pay ! — 

" And who so fit for such a task 
As trusty Matcham, tme and tried, 

Who spum'd the inebriating flask. 

With honour for his constant guide ? — 

On Matcham fell their choice — and He, 

'Young Drum,' — should bear him company I 

" And grateful was that sound to hear, 
For he was full of life and joy. 

The mess-room pet — to each one dear 
Was that kind, gay, light-hearted boy. 

— The veriest churl in all our band 

Had aye a smile for Andrew Brand. — 
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« — Nay, glare not as I name thy name t 

That threatening hand, that fearful brow 
Relax — avert that glance of flame! 

Thou seest I do thy bidding now! 
Vex'd Sjgirity rest! — 'twill soon be o'er, — 
Thy blood shall cry to HeaVn no more ! 

" Enough — we jonmey*d on — the walk 

Was long, — i and dull and dark the day, — * 
And still young Andrew's cheerful talk 
And merry laugh beguiled the way ; 
Noon came — a sheltering bank was there, — 
*We paused our frugal meal to share. 

<<Then 'twas, with cautious hand, I sought 

To proTe my charge secure, — and drew 
The packet from my rest, and brought * 

The glittering mischief forth to Tiew, 
And Andrew cried, — No ! — 'twas not He ! — 
It was The Timptsb spoke to me ! 

** But it was Andrew's laughing yoice 

That sounded in my^tlngling ear, 
— * Now Geryase Matcham, at thy choice,' 
. It seem'd to say, * are gawds and gear, 
And aU that wealth can buy or bring. 
Ease, — wassail, — worship, — every thing ! 

<< <No tedious drill, no long parade, 

No bugle can at early dawn ; 
For guard-room bench, or barrack bed, 

The downy coudh, the sheets of lawn ; 
And I thy Page, — thy steps to tend, 
Thy sworn companion, — servant, — friend ! 

— " He ceased — that is, I heard no more • 

Though other words pass'd idly by, 
And Andrew chatter'd as before. 
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AndlangVd — I marked him not — not I, 
*^ Tig at thy choice P that sound alone 
Bang in mine ear — voice else was none. 

'* I could not eat, — the untasted flask 
Mock'd my parch*d Kp, — I pass'd it by. 

< What ails thee, man?' he,seem'd to ask, — 
I felt, but could not meet his eye. — 

*'Ti8at iky cAotw/'— it sounded yet, — 

A sound I neyer may forget 

« < Haste ! haste ! the day draws on,' J eried, 

* And Andrew, thou hast far to go !' — 
'ffaet far to go V the Fiend replied 

Within me, — *twas not Andrew — no I 
'Twas Andrew's Toice no more — 'twas H» 
^ Wiou then I was, and aye must be I 

— « On, on we went; — the dreary plain 
Was all around us — n^e were Htret 

Then came the storm, — the lightmng,— rain,— 
No earthly Hying thing was near. 

Save one wild Bayen on the wing, 

— If that, indeed, were earthly thing I 

« I heard its hoarse and screaming yoice 

High hoyering o'er my frenzied head, 
<'^, Oervase Matcham, at thy choice! 

But he — the Boy!' methought it said. 

Nay, Andrew, check that yengeftd frown, — r 

I loyed thee when I struck thee down! 

****»♦ 
« 'Twas done ! the deed that damnls me — done 

I know not how — I never knew ; — 
And Here I stood — but not alone, — 

The prostrate Boy my madness slew, 
Was by my side — limb, feature, name, 
'Twas Hi ! ! — another — yet the same ! 
. * * * * * 
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** Away ! away I in frantic haste 

Throughout that liye-long night I flew— 
Away I away ! — across the waste, — 
I know not how — I never knew. — 
My mind was one wild blank — and I 
Had but one thought, — one hope — to fly ! 

« And still the lightning ploughed the ground, 
The thunder roar'd — and there would come 

Amidst its loudest bursts a sound 

Familiar once — it was — A DRUM ! — 

Then came the mom, — and lights — and then 

Streets, — houses, — spires, — the hum of men. 

<< And Ocean rolled before taie — fain 

Would I haye wheUn'd me in its tide. 
At once beneath the billowy main 

My shame, my guilt, my crime to hide ; 
But Hb was there ! /— Hb cross'd my track, — 

I dared not pass — He wared me back I 

" And then rude hands detained me — sure 

Justice had grasp'd her victim — no ! 
Though powerless, hopeless, bound, secure, 

A captive thrall, it was not so ; 
They cry * The Frenchman's on the wave !' 
The press was hot — and I a, slave. 

** They dragg'd me o'er the vessel's side ; 

The world of waters roll'd below ; 
The gaDant ship in all her pride 

Of dreadful beauty sought her foe ; 
— ^Thou saw'st me, William, in the strife — 
Alack I Fbore a charmed life ; 

** In viCin the bullets round me fly, 

In vain mine eager breast 1 1 bare ; 
Death shuns the wretch who longs to die, 
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And eyery sword falls edgeless there ! 
Stall He is -near ; — and seems to cry, 
< Not here, nor thus, may Matcham die I* — 

« Thou saw'st me on that fearful day, 

When, firoitiess aU attempts to save, 
Our pinnace foundering in the bay, 

The boat's-crew met a watery grare,— 
AD, all — saye one — the rayenons sea 
That swallowed all — rejected Me I 

"And now, when fifteen Buns haye each 

FuMU'd in torn its circling year. 
Thrown back again on England's beach, 

Our bark paid off — He driyes me fferef 
I could not die in flood or fight — 
He driyes me hebe ! !" — 

<<And sarye yon right! 

•'What I bilk yonr Commander 1 — desart — and then rob ! 
And go scuttling a poor little Brummer-boy's nob ; 
Why, my precions eyes ! what a bloodthirsty swab ! — 

There's old Dayy Jones, 

Who cracks Sailors' bones 
For his jaw-work, would neyer, I'm sure, s'elp me Bob, 
*Haye come for to go for to do sich a job ! 
Hark ye, Waters, — or Matcham, — whicheyer's your purser- 
name, 
-r- T'other, your own, is, I'm sartain, the worser name,-*- 
Twelye years haye we liyed on like brother and brother! — 
Now— your course lays one way, and mine lays another!" 

<< No, William, it may not be so ; 

Blood calls for blood ! — 'tis Heayen's decr«i! 
And thou with me this night must go. 

And giye me to the gallows-tree ! 
Ha! — see — He smiles — He points the way! 
On, William, oh ! — ■ no more delay !" 
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Noir Bill, — so the story as told to me, goes, 

And who, as his last speech snfficientlj shows. 

Was a ** regular tromp,"— did not like to " torn Nose ;" 

Bat then came a thtmder-clap loader than any 

Of those that preceded, thoagh they were so many ; 

And hark ! — as its rnmblings subside in a ham, 

What sound mingles too ? — • " By the hokey — A Duxm I !" 



I remember I onoe heard my Grandfather say, 
That some sixty years since he was going that way, 

When they show'd him the spot 

Where the gibbet — was not — 
On which Matcham's corse had been hung up to rot; 
It had fall'n down — but how long before, he'd fwgot ; 
And they told him, I»think, at the Bear ih Beyizes, 
The town where the Sessions are held, — or the 'Sisea^ 

That Matcham confessed. 

And made a clean breast 
To the MayV; but that after he 'd had a night's rest, 
And the storm had subsided, he " pooh-pooh'd " his friend. 
Swearing all was a lie from beginning to end ; 

Said "he*d only been drunk — 

That his spirits had sunk 
At the thunder — the storm put him iiito a funk, — 
That, in fact, he had nothing at all on his conscience, 
And found out, in short, he*d been talking great nonsense. "- 

But now one Mr. Jones 

Gomes forth and depones 
That, fifteen years since, he had heard certain groans 
On his way to Stone Henge (to examine the stones 
Described in a work of the late Sir John Soane's,) 

That he'd followed the moans. 

And, led by their tones. 
Found a Rayen a-picking a Drummer-boy's bones I — - 
16 
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From the King's Forty-tburd, 
That the story was certainly trae which they M hMKdy 

For, that one of their drummers, and one Sergeant MatchaiD> 
Had ** brushed with the dibs," and they n^Tcr could oatph 'enu 
So Justice was sure, though a long time she 'd lagg'df 
And the Sergeant, in spite of his ** Gammon," got ** scragg'd ;" 

And people ayerr'd 

That an ugly black bird, 
The Bayen, 'twaa hinted, of wkom we lunre heard, ' 
Though the stoiy, I own, appears raHier abetufd. 
Was seen (Gerrase Matoham not being inter^'d), 
To roost all that night on the murderer^s gSbbet; 
An odd thing, if so, and it may be a fib — it, 
Howerer^s a tMng Nature's laws donH prohibit 
— Next mondng Hiey add, that *< black gAitleman*' flies oift, ' 
Haying pidk'd Matoham*s nose off, and got)b1ed Ms eyecr outi 



Moral. 

Avis au Voyageur, 
Imprimis, 

It you contemplate walking o*er Salisbury Plain, 
Consult Mr. Murphy, or Moore, and refrain 
From selecting a day when it 's likely to rain ! 
2* 

When tray'lling, don't "flash" 
Tour notes or your cash 
Before other people — it 's foolish and rash I 
8« 

At dinner be cautious, and note well your party ; — 
There *s little to dread where the appetite's hearty, — 
But mind and look well to your purse and your throttle, 
When you see a man shirking, and passing his bottle I 
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If you chance to "be needy, 

Your coat OJid hat seedy, 
In war-time especially never go out 
When you ' ve reason to think there 's a press-gang about ! 

Don't chatter, nor tell people all that you think, 
Nor blab secrets, — especially when you're in drink,—. 
But, keep your own counsel in all that you do I 
—Or a Counsel may, some day or other, keep you. 

Discard superstition ! — and don't take a post. 

If you happen to see one at night, for a Qhost I 

— Last of all, if by choice or oonTenienco, yoiL*xe led. 

To cut a man's throat, or demolish his head, 

Don't do 't in a thunder-storm — wait for the iummer ! 

And mind, aboTO all things, the Man 's rot a I^uiocrr 1 1 



v^/^^^wwvwtiiw^ ^ /^ywv 



Among a bundle of letters I find one from Suckle- 
thumbkin, dated from London, and containing his ver- 
sion of perhaps the greatest theatrical Civil War since 
the celebrated '^O. P. row/' As the circumstances 
are now become matter of historj, and poor Doldrum 
himself has been, alaa I for some time the denison of ft 
far different '^ House/' I have ventured te preserve it. 
Perhaps it may be unnecessary to add, that my Honoura- 
ble friend has of late taken to Poetry and goes without 
his cravat. 
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A ROW IN AN OMNIBUS (BOX) 

A LEGEND OF THE HAYMABKST. 

Omnibus hoc Titium cantoiibfu.— Hoik 

DoL-DBUM the Manager sits in his chair, 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air, 
And he says as he sla{>s his hand on his knee, 
**rn haye nothing to do with Fiddle-de-dee I'' 

— «But Fiddle-de-dee sings clear and loud, 
And his trills and his qnayers astonish the crowd ; 

Such a singer as he 

Ton '11 nowhere see 
They 11 all be screaming for Fiddle-cte-dee !" 

— *< Though Fiddle-de-dee sings loud and clear. 
And his tones are sweet, yet his terms are dear I 

The *glove won't fit!' 

The deuce a bit 
I shall giye an engagement to Fal-de-ral-tit!" 

The Prompter bow'd, and he went to his stall, 
And the green-baiie rose at the Prompter's can. 
And Fal-de-ral-tit sang fol-de-rol-lol ; 

But, scarce had he done 

When a "row" begun, 
Such a noise was neyer heard under the sun. 

"Fiddle^e^ee! — 

— Where is he? 
He 's the Artiste whom we all want to see I -« 

Dol-drum ! — Dol-drum ! — 

Bid the Manager come! 
It's a Boandalous thing to exact such a sum 



(184) 
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F<nr \i6tm ftsd gftBery, stalls ftnd pit, 
And then fob us off with a Fal-de-ral*titr' 

Pence a bit I 

We'll neyer submit! 
Vive Fiddle-de-dee 1 d bat Eal-d&-ial-tiil" 
Dol-drom the Manager rose from his chair, «* 

Wiih. a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air; 
- ■• Bui he mooth'd his brow, 

As he well knew how. 
And he walked on, and made a most elegaBt bow. 
And he paused, and ho smiled, and adyaaood to 4h* llghH 
In his opera hat, and his opora^tights; 
'< Ladies and OomUeiDon,'' then said he, 
" Pray what may you please to want with me V* 

« Fiddle-de-dee t— 

Fiddle-de-dee!" 
Folks of all sorts and of eyery degree, 
Snob, and Snip, and haughty Grandee, 
Duchesses, Countesses, fresh from their tea, 
And Shopmen, who 'd only come there for a spree, 
Halloo'd, and hooted, and roar'd with glee 

"Fiddle-de-dee! — 

None but He!-:- 
Subscribe to his terms, whateyer they be ! — 
Agree, agree, or you 'U yery soon see 
In a brace of shakes we '11 get up an 0. P. !" 

Dol-dmm the Manager, full of care, 
With a gloomy brow and dissatisfied air, 

Looks distrest. 

And he bows his best. 
And he puts his right hand on the side of his breast^ 

And he says, — says he, 

"We eanU agree; 
His terms are a yast deal too high for me. — 
16* 
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There's the rent, and the rates, and the sesses, and tax«0- 
I can't afford Fiddle-de-dee what he axes. 

If you 'U only perpiit 

Fal-de-ral-tit — -'* 
The << Oenerons Pnblic" cried " Bence a bit I 
« Dol-drom! — Dol-dmml — 

We'U none of ns come. 
It's <NoGor— it's <Gammonr— it's <a]laH«a;'— 

Ton 're a miserly Jew 1— 

< Cock-a^oodle-doo !' 
He dbn'i ask too mach, as yon know — so you do- 
It 's a shame — it 's a sin — it 's really too bad-^ 
Ton onght to be 'shamed of yonrself — so you htdl" 

Dol-dmm the Manager never before 

In his life-time had heard snch a wild nproar. 

Dol-dmm the Manager tnm'd to flee ; 

But he says — says he, 

*'Mort de ma vie! 
I shall nevare engage Tid dat Fiddle-de-dee 1" 
Then all the gentlefolks flew in a rage, 
And they jnmp'd from the OmnibxLS on to the stage, 
Lord, Sqnires, and Knights, they came down to the lights 
In their opera-hats, and their opera-tights. 

Ma'am'selle Cherrytoes 

Shook to her very toes. 
She couldn't hop on, so hopp'd o£f on her merry toes. 
And the "evening concluded" with « Three times three!** 
" Hip — hip ! — hurrah ! for Fiddle-de-dee I" 

Dol-dmm the Manager, fuU of care, 
With a troubled brow and dissatisfied air. 

Saddest of men. 

Sat down, and then 
Took from his table a Perryan pen, 
And he wrote to the " News," 
How Mao Fuze and Tregooze, 
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Lord Tomnoddy, Sir Oamabjr Jenks of the Blues, 
And the whole of their tail, and the separate crews 
Of the Tags and the Bags, and the No-one-knows-whos, 
Had combined Monsienr Fal-<le-ral-tit to abuse, 

And make IX>l-dnmi agree 

With Fiddle-de-dee, 
Who was not a bit better singer than he. 
— Dol-drum declared "he neyer could see. 
For the life of him, yet, why Fiddle-de-dee, 

Who in 6 flat, or C, 

Qrwhateyer the key 
Gould neyer at any time get below G, 
Should expect a fee the same in degree 
As the great Bnrlybumbo who sings double D." 
Then slyly he added a. little N.B. 
'< If they 'd haye him in Paris he 'd not come to me I 

The Manager rings, 

AW the Prompter springs 
To his side in a jiffy, and with him he brings 
A set of those odd-looking enyelope things, 
Where Brittania (who seems to be crucified,) flings 
To her right and her left, funny peoi^e with wings 
Amongst Elephants, Quakers, and Oatabaw Kings ; 

And a taper and wax. 

And small Queen's heads in packs, 
Which, when notes are too big, you're to stick on tL«ir backa. 
Dol-drum the Manager seal'd with care 
The letter and copies he 'd written so fair, 
And sat himself down with a satisfied air; 

Without delay 

He sent them away, 
In time to appear in << our columns" next day 1 

Dol-drum the Manager, full of care, 

Walk'd on to the stage with an anxious air. 

And peep'd through the curtain to see who were there. 
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There was Mac Fnze, 

And Lieutenant Tregooze, 
And there yroA Sir Camaby Jenks of the hlxtts, 
And the Tags, and the Rags, and the N<w>ne-know»-wlMs$ 
And the green-baize rose at the Prompter's call, 
And they all began to hoot, bellow, and bawl, 
And cry <<Cock-a-doodle,'' and scream, and sqtuJl 

" Dol-drmn ! — Bol-dnun T — 

Bid the Manager come!*' 

You'd haye thought from the tones 

Of their hisses and groans. 
They were bent upon breaking his (Opera) bones. 
And Dolnlrum comes, and he says — says he, 
** Pray what may you please to want witii me ?"— 

** Fiddle-de-dee! — 
Fiddle-de-dee ! — 
We'U haye nobody giye us 9ol fa but He ! 
For he's the AriisU whom we all want to see." || ; 

— Manager Dol-drum says — says be — 

(And he looks Uke an owl in ^'a hoILow beeoh-tve^') 

"Well, since I see 

The thing nrast be, 
111 ngn an agreement with Fiddlenle-dee t" 

Then Mac Fuze, and TregooM^ 

And Jenks of the 'Hues, 
And the Tags, and the Bags, and the No-one^knows-wkos^ 
Extremely delighted to hear. such good news, 
Desist from their shrill << Cock-a-doodle-doos.*' 

"Ffw Fiddle-de-dee! 
Dol-drum and He! 
They are jolly good fellows as eter need be I 
And so 's Burlybumbo, who sings doiible D ! 
And wheneyer they sing, why, we'U all come and see I" 

So, after all 

This terrible squall. 
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Fiddle>de-dee 

's at the top of the tree, 
And Dol-<bram and Fal-de-ral-tit sing small ! 
Now Fiddle-de-dee sings loud and clear 
At I can't tell you how many thousands a-year, ^ 
^ And Fal-de-ral-tit is considered << Small Beer;" 

And Ma'am'selle Cherrytoes 

Sports her merry toes, 
Dancing away to the fiddles and flutes, ' 

In what the folks call a " Lithuanian" in boots. 

So here's an end to my one, two, and three ; 
And bless the Queen — and long liye She I 
And grant that there nerer again may be 
Such a halliballo as we 've happen'd to see ' 
About nothing on earth but " Fiddle-de-dee I" 



We come now to the rummaging of Father John's 
stores. The extracts which I shall submit from them 
are of the same character as those formerly derived from 
the same source, and may be considered as theologico- 
historical, or Tracts for his times. 

With respect to the first legend on this list, I have to 
remark, that, though the good Father is silent on the 
subject, there is every reason to believe that the ''little 
curly-wigged " gentleman, who plays, though passively^ 
so prominent a part in it, had Ingoldsby blood in his 
veins. This conjecture is supported by the fact of the 
arms of Soroope, impaling Ingoldsby, being found, as in 
the Bray case, in one of the windows, and by a very old 
marriage-settlement nearly, or quite, illegible, a fac-simile 
of the seal affixed to which is appended to this true 
history. 
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THE DEVIL'S DINNER-PABTY. 
A LEGEND OF THE NORTH COUNTBEE. ^ 

Ko1>iI!8 qnldam, eai nomen Mnur. Leaenp, OhifMtm'f oum litltMiiil i 
Tlras, et, hora ooiiTiTii jam instante et- apparatu ftdxs tp« fimslmfcM « 
flzcoaanttbufl ae oonTiyU cur non comparent, prompit iratns in hiec rtrba; 
** Veniant igUttr cmnei damonetj si miUtu hominwm mecum enepoUdl^ 

Quod earn fleret et BouinuB, et fimraU, et aneUlie, a domo piopemtei^ 
fcrta oMiti, infiuktein^in ounts jaoenteia Moum boa anibnmt Dmnonet 
Indplant oomeflsari et rodferari, proepSoereque per ftneetnui tanaU vnoruai- 
Iqpomun, felivn, et monstrare pocnla Tino repleta. Jh, lnqoit pater, iiW 
ft|^n« meti* / Vix earn biee dSxisset, xnnai ex Daemonibiis viniB rail *nfc«fa« 
fA fimeelMia gestae Ae.— Chrmioon cU BoUm, 

It's in Bolton Hall, and the. clock strikes One, 
Aikd the roast mcAt *b brown and ^e t>oil*d meat 's done, 
And the barbecued sncking-pig's orisp'd 1o a torn. 
And tii0 panoakes ure Med, and beguining to b«m; 

The £»t stnbble-gooae 

fiwiims in gravy and juice. 
With the mustard and apple-sauce ready lor use ; 
Fish, flesh, and fowl, and all of the best, 
Want nothing but eating — they *re all ready drest. 
But where is the Host, and where is the Guest? 

PanUer an.d serring-mao, henchman and page* 

Stand sniffing the duck-stuffing (onion and sage), ^ 

And the scullions and cooks, 

With fidgety looks, 
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Are grtunbling and niiitt'ring, and scoirHag M bltck 
Ab cooks always do when the dinner 's put back : ^ 
For though the board's deckt» and the napeiy, fair 
As the nnsunn'd snow-flake, is spread ont with omre, , 
And the Dais is fomish'd with stool and with chair» 
And plate of orfiverie costly and raare, 
Apostle-spoons, salt-cellar, all are there^ 

And Mess John in his ploce^ 

With his mbioand face, 
And hif hands ready folded, prepared to say Grikoe. 
Tet where is the Host?— and his conyiTee — where? 

The Scroope sits lonely in Bolton HaQ, 

And he watches the dial tiiat hangs by the.wal^ 

He watches the large hand, he watches the smaD, 

And he fidgets and looks 

As cress as the cooks, 
And he utters — a word which w^rTl soften to " Zooks I" 
And he cries, " What on earth has become of them all ?*' — 

What can delay 

De Yanz and Be 8aye? 
What makes Sir Gilbert de TJmfiraYille stay? 
What 's gone with Poynti, and Sir Resold Braye ? 
Why are Ralph Word and Mamy away ? 
And De Nokes |Ad De Stfles, and Lord Marmaduke Grey? 

And De Roe? 

And De Doe?— 
Poynings, and Vayasonr — where be they? 
JKts-Walter, Fitz-08bert> Fitz-Hugh, and Fitz-John, 
iuttd the ICandevilles, f^e ef fiU (father and son) ? 
Hbxat eards said ' IMnner precisely at One !* 

There's nothing I hate, in 

The world like waiting I 
Wnm menstnms great bore, when a Genilemi»i IMi 
A good Bi^petlte, thtts to be kept from his meals!" 
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It *s in Bolton H«n and the dock strikes Two ! 
And the rtenlUons and cooks are themselres in ** a stew,'* 
And the kitchen-maids stand, and don't know what to do, 
For the rich plnm-pnddings are borsting their bags. 
And the mutton and tnmips are boiling to rags, 

And the fish is all spoil'd, 

And the butter's aU oil'd, 
And the soup 's got cold in ihe silrer tureen, 
And there 's nothing, in short, that is fit to be seen ! 
While Sir 6u j Le Soroope continues to fume, 
And to fret by himself in the tapestried room, 

And still fidgets, and looks 

More cross than the cooks. 
And repeats that bad word, which we'ye softened to "Zooksl** 

Two o'clock's oome, and Two o'clock's gone. 

And the lai^e and the small hands more steadily on. 

Still nobody's there, 

No De Boos, or i)e Clare, 
To taste of the Scroope's most delicate ftkre, ^ 

Or to quaff off a health unto Bolton's Heir, 
That nice little boy who sits there in his chair, 
Some four years old, and a few months to sptee. 
With his laughing blue eyes, and his long curly hair. 
Now sucking his thumb, and now munching his pear. 

' Again, Sir Guy the silence broke, 
" It's hard upon Three ! — ^it's just on the stroke I 
Come, senre up the dinner! — ^A joke is a joke I" — 
Little he deems that Stephen de Hoaques,'^ 

• Tbr a ftiU Meofant of thhi faeetknu « CMvaler," see the lata (Qht thai 
w shoold hare to say « late n) Theodore Hook's « Histoiy of the Ulnstttovi 
Cknnmonen of Great Britain.'* as quoted in the Memoirs of John Bragg 
3ki^ page 844 of the 75th Tolume of the Standard Nords. In the third 
Tolnme of Sir Harris Nioolaa's elaborate aeoount of the Soroope and Groarenor 
eontrorersj, aomaonlj called the *<Seroope BoU," a Stcphm de Hoqtiur 
Seayar, is described as giTiog bis testimooy on the Grosreaor. iride.-* F*^ 
page 247. 
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Who " his fan," as the Yankees say, everywhere " pokes," 

And is always a greai deal too fond of his jokes, 

Has written a oiroidar note to De Nokes, 

And De Stiles, and De Roe, and the rest of the folks, 

One and all, 

Great and small,, 
Who were asVd to the Hall 
To dine there and sup, and wind ap with a baU, 
And had told all the party a great booncing He, he 
Cook'd up, that <<the/^te was postponed wu die. 
The dear little 9nrly-wig'd heir of Le Scroope, 
Being taken alarmingly ill with the croup !" 

When the clock struck Three, 

And the Page on his knee 
Said "An't please you. Sir Guy Le Scroope, On a aervi!" 
And the Knight found the banquet hall empty. 

With nobody near 

To partake of his cheer. 
He stampM, and he storm'd — then his language ! — Oh dear ! 
'Twas awful to see, and 'twas awful to hear! 
And he cried to the button-deck'd Page at his knee, 
Who had told him so civilly *« 0» a terviy" 
*< Ten thousand fiends seize them, wherever they be ! 
—The Devil take them! and the Devil take thee I 
And the Dstxl may bat up the diitnbs foe mb ! V^ 

In a terrible fume 

He bounced out of the room, 
He bounced out of the house — and page, footman, and groom 
Bounced after their master; for scarce had they heard 
Of this leftrhanded Grace the last finishing word. 
Ere the horn at the gate of the Barbican tower. 
Was blown with a loud twenty-trumpeter power. 

And in rush'd a troop 

Of strange guests! — such a group 
As had n^'er before darkened the door of the Scroope. 
17 
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This looks like De Saye-t-yet — it is not De Saye — * 

And this is — no, *tis not — Sir Reginald Bray — 

This has somewhat the fayonr of Marmadoke Grey — 

But stay ! — Where on earth did he get ihoae long naiU f 

Why, they're elaioa! — then Good Gracious I — theyVe all of 

them tails f 
That can't be Be Vaux — why his nose is a bill, 
Or, T would say a beak ! — and he can't keep it still I — 
Is that Poynings ? — Oh Gemini ! — look at his feet I ! 
Why, they 're absolute hoo/a I is it gout or his corns 
That haye crumpled them up so ? — by Jingo, he 's home t 
Run! run! — There's Fitz-Walter, Fitz-Hugh, and Fitz-John, 
And the Mandeyilles, pire etfiU (father and son), 
And Fitz-Osbert, and Ufford — they*ve aU got them on! 

Then their great saucer eyes — 

It's the Father of lies 
And his Imps — run ! run ! run ! — they 're all fiends in disguise, 
Who 'ye partly assumed, with more sombre complexions, 
The forms of Sir Guy Le Scroope's friends and connexions, 
And He — at the top there — that grim-looking elf — 
Run! run! — that's the << muckle-hom'd Clootie" himself! 

And now what a din 

Without and within! 
For the court-yard is full of them. — How they begin 
To mop, and to mowe, and make faces, and grin ! 

Cock their tails up together, 

like cows in hot weather, 
And butt at each other, aU eating and drinking, 
The yiands and wine disappearing like winking. 

And then such a lot 

As together had got! 
Master Cabbage, the Steward, who'd made a machine 
To calculate with, and count noses, — I ween 
The deyerest thing of the kind eyer seen, — 

Declared, when he 'd made, 

By the said machine's aid. 
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Up, what's now call'd, the "tottle" of those he smrey'd, 
There were just — how he proTed it I cannot divine, — 
Nine ihouzand, nine hundredy and ninety, and nine. 

Exclusive of Him, 

Who, giant in limb. 
And black as the crow they denominate Jtm, 
With % tail like a bull, and a head like a bear, 
Stands forth at the window, — and what holds he there, 

Which he hugs with such care. 

And pokes out in the air, 
And grasps as its limbs from each other he 'd tear? 

Oh ! grief and despair ! 

I vow and declare 
It*s Le Scroope's poor, dear, sweet, little, curly-wig*d Heir! 
Whom the nurse had forgot, and left there in his chair. 
Alternately sucking his thumb and his pear I 

What words can express 

She dismay and distress 
Of Sir Guy, when he found what a terrible mess 
His cursing and banning had got him into ? 
That words, which to use are a shame and a sin too, 
Had thus on their speaker recoil'd, and his malison 
Placed in the hands of the Devil's own <*pal " his son! — 

He sobb'd and he sigh'd. 

And he scream'd, and he cried, 
And behaved like a man that is mad, or in liquor, — he 
Tore his peak*d beard, and he dash'd oflF his " Vicary,"* 

* A peruke so named firom Its fnyentor. Robert de Bos and Endo Fit» 
Ticari were celebrated perruquierty who flourished in the eleventh centuTj. 
The latter Is noticed in the Battle-Abbey roll, and is said to have curled 
William the Conqueror's hair when dressing for the battle of Hastings. 
Dugdale makes no mention of him, but Camden says, that Humfrey, one of 
bis descendants, was summoned to Parliament, 26 Jan. 25 Edw. I. (1297.) It 
is doubtAil, howeyer, whether that writ can be deemed a regular writ of 
summons to Parliament, for reasons amply detailed in the ^ Synopsis of the 
British Peerage.**— (Art. Fits-John.) A writ was subsequently addressed to 
him as Humfry FSU-Tioaari, Chivr,^ 8 Jan. 6 Edw. 11. (1818), and his desoea* 
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Staxnp'd on the jasey 

As though he were crazj, 
And staggering about just as if he were ** haxj/' 
Exclaim'd, *< Fifty pounds!" (a large sum in those times,) 
« To the person whoever he may be, that climbs 
To that window above there, en ogive, and painted, 
And bring down my curly-wi* " here Sir Guy fainted! 

With many a moan. 

And many a groan, 
What with tweaks of the nose, and some eau tie Cologne, 
He reyiyed, — Reason once more remounted her throne. 
Or rather the instinct of Nature, — 'twere treason 
To Her, in the Scroope's case, perhaps, to say Reason, — 
But what saw he then ? — Oh I my goodness ! a sight 
Enough to have banish'd his reason outright ! — 

In that broad banquet hall 

The fiends one and all, 
Regardless of shriek, and of squeak and of squall. 
From one to another were tossing that smaH 
Pretty, curly-wig'd boy, as if playing at ball : 
Tet none of his friends or his vassals might dare 
To fly to the rescue, or rush up the stair. 
And bring down in safety his curly-wig*d Heir! 

WeHaday! Well a day! 

All he can say 
Is but just so much trouble and time thrown away; 
Not a man can be tempted to join the tniUe, 
E'en those words cabalistic, "I promise to pay 
..Fifty pounds on demand," have, for once, lost their sway, 

dants appear to hare been regulariy summoned as late as 5 and 6 of Philip 
and Mary, 1567-8. Soon af^sr which Peter Fita-Yicari dying, s. p. m. this 
Barony went into abeyance between his two daughters, Joan, married to 
Henry de Truefit of Fullbottom, and Alice, wife of Roger Wigram, of Caxon 
Hall, in Wigton, oo.Cumb. £sq^ among whose representatiTes it is praram«d 
to be still in abeyance. 
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And there the Knight stands, 

Wringing his hands 
In his agony — when on a sadden, one ray 
Of hope darts through his midriflf! — His Saint! — Oh, it's funigr, 

And almost absurd, 

Ttat it never occurred ! — 
** Ay ! the Scroope's Patron Saint! — he's the man for my money ! 
Saint — who is it? — really I'm sadly to blame, — 
On my word I'm afraid, — I confess it with shame, — 
That I've almost forgot the good Gentleman's name, — 
Cut — let me see — Cutbeard ? — ^no ! — Cuthbert ! — egad ! 
St. Cuthbert of Bolton I —I'm right— he's the lad! 
Oh holy St. Cuthbert, if forbears of mine — 
Of myself I say little, — haye knelt at your shrine, 
And have lash'd their bare backs, and — no matter-— with twine. 

Oh! list to the vow 

Which I make to you now, 
Only snatch my poor little boy out of the row 
Which that Imp 's kicking up with his fiendish bow-wow, 
And his head like a bear, and his tail like a cow ! 
Bring him back here in safety ! — perform but this task, 
And I '11 give I — Oh ! — I '11 give you whatever you ask ! — 

There is not a shrine 

In the County shall shine 
With a 'brilliancy half so resplend^t as thine, 
Or have so many candles, or look half so fine ! — 
Haste, holy St. Cuthbert, then, — hasten in pity!" — 

— Conceive his surprise 

When a strange voice replies, 
"It's a bargain! — but, mind, sir. The best Spermaceti!" — 
Say, whose that voice ? — whose that form by his side. 
That old, old, grey man, with his beard long and wide. 

In his coarse. Palmer's weeds, 

And his cockle and beads? — 
And, how did he come ? — did he walk ? — did he ride ? 
Oh ! none oould determine, — oh ! none could decide, — 
17* 
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The fact is, I don't belieye any one tried, 

For while ev'ry one stared, with a dignified stride, 

And without a word more. 

He march'd on before, 
Up a flight of stone-steps, and so. through the front door, 
To the banqueting-hall, that was on the first floor, 
While the fiendish assembly were making a rare 
Little sly^ttlecock there of the curly-wig'd Heir. — 

— I wish, gentle Reader, that you could haye seen 
The pause that ensued when he stepped in between. 
With his resolute air, and his dignified mien, 

And said, in a tone most decided, though mild, 

" Come ! — I '11 trouble you just to hand oyer that child t" 

The Demoniac crowd 

In an instant seem'd cow'd; 
Not one of the crew yolunteer'd a reply. 
All shrunk from the glance of that keen-flashing eye, 
Saye one horrid Humgruffin, who seem'd by his talk. 
And the airs he assumed, to be Cock of the walk, 
He quail'd not before it, but saucily met it, 
And as saucily said, *< Don't you wish you may get it?" 
My goodness ! — the look that the old Palmer gaye ! 
And his frown ! — 'twas quite dreadful to witness — ** Why, slaye I 

You rascal!" quoth he, 

" This languag#to me ! ! 

— At once, Mr. Nicholas I down on your knee. 

And hand me that curly-wig'd boy ! — I command it — 

Come I — none of your nonsense ! — you know I won't stand it," 

Old Nicholas trembled, — he shook in his shoes. 
And seem'd half inclined, but afraid, to reftise, 

"Well Cuthbert," said he, 

'*If so it must be, 

— For you'ye had your own way from the first time I knew 

ye;— 
Take your curly-wig'd brat, and mnch good may he do ^e{ 
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' But I'll hare in exchange — " — ^here his eye fiash'd with rage-* 
** That chap with the buttons — he ffave me the Page I" 

"Come, come," the Saint answer'd, "you yery well know . 
The young man's no more his than your own to bestow— 
Touch one button of his if you dare, Nick — no I no I 
Cut your stick, sir — come, mizzle I — be oflf with you! — go I"— 

The DevU grew hot — 

«K I do I'll be shot! 
An you come to that, Cuthbert, I'll tell you what's what; 
He has asked us to dine here, and go we will not I 

Why you Skinflint, » at least 

You may leaTe us the feast ! 
Here we \$ come all that way from our brimstone abode, 
Ten million good leagueil, Sir, as ever you strode, 
And the deuce of a luncheon we're had on the road — 
— * Go !' — * Mizzle !' indeed — Mr. Saint, who are you, 
I should like to know?— * Go!'— I'll be hang'd if I do! 
He inyited us aU — we 'ye a right here — it's known 
That a Baron may do what he likes with his own— 
Here, Asmodeus — a slice of that beef; — now the mustard! — 
What have you got? — oh, apple-pie — try it with custard!" 

The Saint made a pause 

As uncertain, because 
He knew Nick is pretty well "up" in the laws, 
And they miff hi be on Am side — and then, he'd such claws I 
p,On the whole, it was better, he thought, to retire 
With the curly-wig'd boy he'd pick'd out of the fire, 
And giye up the yictuals — to retrace his path, 
And to compromise — (spite of the Member for Bath). 

So to Old Nick's appeal, 

As he tum'd on his heel, 
He replied, " Well, I '11 leaye you the mutton and yeal, 
And the soup d la Reine, and the sauce Bechamel. 
As the Scroope did inyite you to dinner, I feel 
I can't well turn you out — 'twould be hardly genteel— 
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But be moderate, pray, — and remember thus much, ^ 

Since you're treated as Gentlemen, show yourselyes such, 

And don't make it late, 

But mind and go straight 
Home to bed when you're finished — and don't steal the plate I 
Nor wrench off the knocker or bell from the gate. 
Walk away, like respectable Devils, in peace, 
And don't *lark' with the watch, or annoy the police!" 

Haying thus said his say, 

That Palmer grey 
Took up little Le Scroope, and walk'd coolly away, 
While the Demons all set up a *< Hip ! hip ! hurray !'* 
Then fell, tooth and claw, on the victuals, as they 
Had been guests at Guildhall upon Lord Mayor's day, 
All scrambling and scuffling for what wits before 'em, 
No care for precedence or common decorum. 

Few ate more hearty 

Than Madam.e Astarte, 
And Hecate, — consider'd the Belles of the party. 
Between them was seated Leviathan, eager 
To *<do the polite," and take wine with Belphegor; 
Here was Morbleu (a French devil), supping soup-meagre. 
And there, munching leeks, Davy Jones of Tredegar 
(A Welsh one), who 'd left the domains of Ap Morgan, 
To << follow the sea," — and next him Demogorgon, — 
Then Fan with his pipes, and FauHs grinding the organ 
To Mammon and Belial, and half a score dancers, 
Who 'd join'd with Medusa to get up " the Lancers ;" 
— Here 's Lucifer lying blind drunk with Scotch ale. 
While Beelzebub's tying huge knots in his taiL 
There 's Setebos, storming because Mephistopheles 

Gave him the lie, 

" Said he 'd " blacken his eye," 
And dash'd in his face a whole cup of hot coffee-lees; — 

Ramping, and roaring. 

Hiccoughing, snoring, 
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Never was seen such a riot before in 

A gentleman's house, or such profligate reTelling 

At any aoirSe — where they don't let' the Devil in. 

Hark! — as sure 'as fate 

The clock's striking Eight! 
(An hour which our ancestors called <' getting late,"} 
>Vhen Nick, who by this time was rather elate, 
Bose up and address'd them. 

^'TisAiU time,'* he said, 
** For all elderly Derils to be in their bed; 
For my own part I mean to be jogging, because 
I don't find myself now quite so young as I was ; 
But, Gentlemen, ere I depart from my post, 
I must call on you all for one bumper — the toast 
Which I have to propose is, — Oirat Excsllxstt Host I 
— Many thanks for his kind hospitality — may 

We also be able, 

To see at our table 
Himself, and enjoy, la a family way. 
His good company dowi stairs at no distant day ! 
You'd 

I'm sure think me rude 

If I did not include 
In the toast my young friend there, the curly-wig'd Heir. 
He 's in very good hands, for you 're all well aware 
That St. Cuthbert has taken him under his care ; 

Though I must not say * bless,' — 

— Why you '11 easily guess, — 
May our Curly-wig'd Friend's sha^w never be less I" 
Nick took off his heel-taps — bow'd — smiled — with an air 
Most graciously grim, — and vacated the chair, — 

Of course the Sliie 

Bose at once on their feet, 
And follow'd their leader, and beat a retreat ; 
When a sky-larking Imp took the Ftesident's seat^ 
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And, requesting that each irould replenish his cup. 

Said, " Where we have dined, my boys, there let us sup I**— 

— It was three in the morning before they broke ap ! I ! 



I scarcely need say 

Sir Guy didn't dehiy 
To fulfil his tow made to St Cuthbert, or pay 
For the candles he 'd promised, or make light as day 
The shrine he assured him he 'd render so gay. 
In fact, when the votaries came there to pray. 
All said there was nought to compare with it — ^nay. 

For fear that the Abbey 

Might think he was shabby, 
Four Brethren thenceforward, two cleric, two lay. 
He ordain'd should take charge of a new-founded chantry, 
With six marcs apiece, and some claims on the pantry ; 

In short, the whole County 

Declared, through his bounty 
The Abbey of Bolton exhibited fresh scenes 
From any displayed since Sir William de Meschines,* 
And Cecily Boumoli came to this nation 
With William the Norman, and laid its foundation. 

For the rest, it is said, 

And I know I hare read 
In some Chronicle — whose, has gone out of my head — 
That, what with these candles, and other expenses. 
Which no man would go to if quite in his senses. 

He reduced, and brought low 

His property sdj* 
That, at last, he 'd not much of it left to bestow ; 
And that, many years after that terrible feast. 
Sir Guy in the Abbey was living a Priest ; ' 
And there, in one thousand and — something, — deceased. 

* TScfe Dngdale's Monastioon, Art Primratui de BoUon, in agro SboraeentL 
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(It's BTipposed by this trick 

He bamboozled Old NicI^ 
And slipp'd through his fingers remarkably ** slick **), 
While, as to young Curly-wig, — dear little Soul, 
Would you know more of him, you must look at " The BoH," 

Which records thtf dispute, 
• And the subsequent suit. 
Commenced in *• Thirteen seVnty-fiye," — ^which took root 
In Le Qrosrenor's assuming the arms Le Scroope swore 
That none but Am ancestors, ever before. 
In foray, joust, battle, or tournament wore, 
To wit, *' Ona Prussian-blue Fidd, a Bend Or ; 
While the Grosyenor ayerr'd that hU ancestor bore 
The same, and Scroope lied Kke a — somebody tore 
OiF the Mmile, — so I can tell you no more, ^ 

Tin some A double S shall the fragment restore.* 



MOKAL. 

This Legend sound maxims exemplifies — e, g. 
\mo. Should anything tease you. 

Annoy, or displease you. 
Bemember what Lilly says, << Animum rege /"f 
And as for that shooking'bad habit of swearing, — 
In an good society voted past bearing, — 
Eschew it! — and leaye it to dust-men and mobs. 
Nor conmiit yourself much beyond << Zooks !" or " Odsbobs I" 

* It y with the gxeateft Mtlaflustion tbat I learn from Mr. SimpUnaon tUa 
eonaumnatloii, ao derontly to Iw wished, ia alnut to be realiied, and that 
the remainder of thla moat intereating doenment, containing the whole of the 
defjmdant'a eridenee, will appear in the ponrae of theenaning ennuner, under 
the aame anapieea aa the furmer portion. We ahall lodk with eagemeaa ton 
the identifloatkm of "Carlywlg." 

t Animam rege I qui niai paret, imperat.— Ijllt'8 Chrammar, 
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2do. When ask'd out to dine by a Person of Qualify^ 
Mind, and observe the most strict punctuality I— 
For should you come late, 
And make dinner wait, 
And the TietuaLs get cold, you '11 incur, sure as fiite^ 
The Master's displeasure, th^ Mistress's hate — 
And — though both may, perhaps, be too well bred to 



Th^ 'U heartily wish you-— I need not say when. 

Stio. Look wen to your Maid-serrants ! — say you expect them 
To see to the children, and not to neglect them ! — 
And if you're a widower, just throw a cursory 
Glance in, at times, when you go near the Nursery 
— Perhaps it's as well to keep children from plums. 
And firom pears in the season, — and sucking their thumbs I 

4to. To sum up the whole with a <* Saw" of much use. 
Be ju9t and be gentroua, — don't be profuK ! — 
Pay the debts that you owe, — keep your word to your 
friends. 

But — don't SXT TOITB OAKDUS ALIOHT AT BOTH XNDB 1 1 — 

For of this be assured, if you ** go it" too fast, 

You'U be <<dish'd" like Sir Ouy, 

And like him, perhaps, die 
A poor, old, half-starred, Countiy Parson at lastt 
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Fob the Legend ihtt follows Father John has, it will 
be seen, the grave authority of a Bomish Prelate. The 
good Father, who, as I have before had occasion to 
remskrk, received his education at Douai, spent several 
years, in the earlier part of his life, upon the Continent. 
I have no doubt but that during this period he visited 
Blois, and there, in all probability, picked up, in the 
very scene of its locality, the history which he has thus 
recorded. 

THE LAY OF ST. ALOYS. 

A LEGEND OF BLOIS. 

8. Helolas in hlo nrbe foit episcopas, qvd, defanctofl, wpnUosiu «rt • 
fidelibas. Mocto antem Mquenti, Teniens qaidam paganus lapidem, qui 
Mroophagum tcigvlwt, leroMt, e rectamque oostra se corpus Sancti spoliare, 
conatar. At file, lacertU oonstrietam, ad se luoniaeBi tarUtm amplexafcnr, 
«k vaqne mane, popolis tipeotantibiui, tanqoam oonBtipatam toils, ita mia** 
nun braebiii detinebai. • • • • Judex loci tepulchri Tiolatorem jubet 
•bstrahli et 1^^ poenas sententift oondemnari; sed non laxabatur a Sancto. 
Tunc intelligena voluntatem defnneii, Judex, fiwtft de TitA promissione, 
abaoMt, deinde laxatur, et aio incolumia redditnr : non Tero fur demlMUB 
quin ie ritam monastericam amplexnrum spopondiuet. 

Oreff: Tumoms: de Qkrid On^fettorum. 

Saikt Aloys 

Was the Bishop of Blois, 
And a pitiful man was he : 

He grieyed and he pined 

For the woes of mankind. 
And of brates in their degree, — 

He wonld rescne the rat 

From the claws of the cat, 
And set the poor captiye free; 

Though his cassock was swarming 

With all sorts of vermin, 
18 
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He *d not take the life of a flea ! " 
Kind, tender, forgiving 
To all things living, 
From iiijury still he 'd endeavour to screen 'em, 
Fish, flesh, ot fowl, — no difference between 'cm — 
Nihil futavit a se alixnitm. 

The Bishop of Blois was a hiAy man,— - 

A holj man was he I 
For Holy Church 
He'd seek and he'd search 

As a Bishop in his degree. 
From foe and from friend 
He'd **rap and he'd rend," 
To augment her treasurie, 
Nought would he give, and little he 'd lend. 
That Holy Church might have more to spend— 
"Count Stephen"* (of Blois) " was a worthy Peer, 

His breeches cost him but a crown, 
He held them sixpence all too dear. 

And so he call'd the Tailor lown !"— 
Had it been the Bishop instead of the Count, 
And he 'd overeharged him to half the amount. 
He had knock'd that Tailor down! — 
Not for himself!-— 
He despised the pelf; 
He dress'd in s&ckcloth, he dined off delf ; 
And, when it was cold, in lieu of a mrtoutf 
" The good man would wrap himself up in his virtacf 

* TuU Mefldre lagcs a dlBthiguished sabaltem in the YvmHau BurfiM, 
ebrdter A. Di ISao. Hia Biographer, Mr. William Shalupeare, a oontempo- 
nry writer of aome note, makes him say **King Stephen,*' inasmnoh aa tbo 
** worthy peer" saheeqaently nsurped the crown of England. The anachro- 
ninn is a pardonable one. — Mr, iSKmjpkinton qfBath, 

f Met 

Yirtute me involTO.— Hob. 
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Al&ck ! that a man so holy as ho, 

So frank and free in his degree, 

And so good and so kind, should mortal be I 

Yet so it is •— for loud and clear 

From St. Nicholas* tower, on the Ust'ning ear. 

With solemn sweQ, 

The deep-ton'd bell . 

Flings to the gale a funeral knell; 

And hark! — at its sound, 

As a cunning old hound, 
When he opens, at once causes all the young whelps 
Of the cry to put in their less dignified yelps, 

So ~ the little bells all. 

No matter how small, 
From the steeples both inside and outside the wan. 

With bell-metal throat 

Respond to the note, 
And join the lament that a prelate so pious is 
Forced thus to leaye his disconsolate diocese, 

Or, as Blois' Lord May'r 

Is heard to declare, 
** Should leave this here world for to go to that there.'' 

And see, the portals opening wide. 
From the Abbey flows the living tide ; 

Forth from the doors 

The torrent pours. 
Acolytes, Monks, and Friars in scores. 
This with his chasuble, that with his rosary, 
This from his incense-pot turning his nose awiy. 

Holy Father, and Holy Mother, 

Holy Sister, and Holy Brother, 

Holy Son, and Holy Daughter, 

Holy Wafer, and Holy Water; 
Ev'ry one drest 

lake a guest in his best, 
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In the smartest of clothes they're permitted to irear. 

Serge, sackcloth, and shirts of tiie same sort of hair 

As now we make use of to staff an arm-chair, 

Or weave into gloves at three shillings a pair. 

And employ for shampooing in cases rheumatie, ^ I 

Special specific, I'm told, for Sciatica. 

Through groin'd arch, and by cloister'd stone, 
With mosses and ivy long o'ergrown, 

Slowly the throng 

Come passing along, 
With many a chaxint and solemn song. 
Adapted for holidays, high-days, and Sundays,— i 

Dies ircB, and De pro/undis, i 

Miserere, and Domine dirige not,-— 
Such as, I hear, to a rery slow tune are all 
Commonly chaunted by Monks at a'ftineral, 

To secure the defunct's repose. 
And to give a broad hint to Old Nick, should the news 
Of a prelate's decease bring him there on a cruise, 
That he 'd better be minding his P's and his Q^s, 
And not come too near, — since they can, if they choose, 
Make him riiake in his hoofs — as he does not wear shoes. 

Still on they go, 

A goodly show. 
With footsteps sure, though certainly slow, 
Two by two, in a very long row ; 

With feathers, and Mutes 

In mourning suits, 
Undertaker's men walking in hat-band<)-and boots, — 
Then comes the Crosier, all jewels and gold, 
Borne by a lad about eighteen years old ; 
Next, on a black yelvet cushion, the Mitre, 
Borne by a younger boy, 'cause it is lighter. 
Eight Franciscans,, sturdy and strong, 
Bear, in the midst, the good Bishop along; 
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Eight Franciscans, stout and tall, 

Walk at the comers, and hold up the pall ; 

Eight more hold a canopy high over all, 
With eight Trumpeters tooting the Dead March in Saul.-— 
Behind, as Chief Mourner, the Lord Abbot goes, his 
Monks coming after him, all with posies, 
And white pocket-handkerchiefs up at their noses, 
Which they blow wheneyer his Lordship blows his— 

And oh I 'tis a comely sight to see 

How Lords and Ladies, of high degree, 

Vail, as they pass, upon bended knee, 
While quite as polite are the Squires and the Knights, 
In their helmets, and hauberks, and cast-iron tights. 

Ay, *tis a comely sight to behold, 
As the company march 
^ Through the rounded arch 

Of that Cathedral okl!*— 
Singers behind 'em, and singers before 'em, 
All of them ranging in due decorum, 
Around the inside of the Sanctum Sanctorum, 
While, brilliant and bright, 
An unwonted light 
(I forgot to premise this was all done at night) 
The links, and the torches, and flambeaux shed 
On the sculptured forms of the Mighty Dead, 
That rest below, mostly buried in lead. 
And above, recumbent in grim repose, 
With their mailed hose. 
And their dogs at their toes. 
And little boys kneeling beneath them in rows, 
Their hands join'd in pray'r, all in very long clothes. 
With inscriptions on brass, begging each who sunriyes. 
As they some of them seem to have led so-so lives. 
To VcaCe tot tl^ Sbotolrs of themselves and their wives. — 
18* 
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— The effect of the music, too, really was fine, 
When thej let the good prelate down into hu shrine^ 

And by old and young 

The *Mi§uiem* was sung; 
Not Temacular French, but a classical toingoe, 
That is — Latin — I don't think they meddled with Cheek- 
In short, the whole thing produced —-so to speak «<- 
What in Blois they would call a Cotgr d'teU ma$m^fiqimi 

Yet, surely, when the leyel ray 

Of some mild oto's descending sun 
Lights on the Tillage pastor, grey 

In years ere ours had well begun — 

As there — in simplest Testment clad. 
He speaks, beneath the churdiyard tree^ 

In golenm tones, — but yet not sad, — 
Of what Man is — what Man shall be I 

And clustering round the grave, half hid 

By that same quiet churchyard yew. 
The rustic mourners bend, to bid 

The dust they loTed a last adieu — 

— That ray, methinks, that rests so sheen 
Upon each briar^bound hillock green, 
So calm, so tranquil, so serene, 
Glyes to the eye a fairer scene, — 
Speaks to the heart with holier Inreath 
Than all this pageantry of death.— 

But Chacun d son ^Ott< — this is talking at random 
We all know << J)e guatibus non disputandum /** 
So canter back. Muse, to the scene of your story. 

The Cathedral of Blois — 

Where the sainted Aloys 
Is by this time, youTl find, "left alone in his glory," 
«<In the dead of the night," though with labour opprest^ 
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Borne « mortals" disdaLi '<ihe c&ba bleuings of reeV' 
Tour cracksman, for instance, thinks night-time the best 
To break open a door, or the Ud of a chest ; 
And the gipsy who close round your premises proivls, 
To rassaok yoor hennroost, and steal all your fowls, 
Always sneaks out at night with the bats and the owls, 
•^So do Witches and Warlocks, Ghosts, Goblins, aad Ghouls, 
To say nothing at all of those troublesome ^* Swells" 
Who come from the playhouses, « flash-kens," and ^'hefls^" 
To pull off people's knoid&ers, and ring people*! bdls. 

Well — *tis now the hour 

lU things have power I 
And all who, in Blois, entertain honest -views, 
Haye long been in bed, and enjoying a snooze, — 

Nought is waking 

Save Mischief, and " Faking," ♦ 
And a few who are sitting up brewing or baking. 
When an ill-looking Infidel, sallow of hue. 
Who stands in his slippers some six feet two 
(A rather remarkable height for a Jew), 
Creeps cautiously out of the churchwarden's pew. 
Into which, during service, he 'd managed to slide himself - 
While all were intent on the anthem, and hide himself* 

From his lurking place, 

With stealthy pace, 
Through the *< long-drawn aisle" he begins to erawl. 
As you see a cat walk on the top of a wall. 
When it's stuck full of glass, and she thinks she shall falL 

--He proceeds to feel 

For his flint and his steel, 
(An invention on which we've improved a great deal 

* <*Nlx my dolly, pals, JFhJfce away I** — words of deep apd mysteri^iu import 
in tlie ancient language of Upper Egypt; and recently inscribed on the taertd 
standard of Mebemet AH. Th^ are supposed to intimate, to th« initiated in 
tlie art of Abstraetloii, the absence of all hnman observation, and to i 
tbs pioptietj of maUng the best use of their time— and fingers. 
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Of late yean — tbe snbsdtute best to rely on 

's what Jones of tbe Strand calls his Pgrogemmm^) 

He strikes with despatch!-— his 

Tinder catches! — 
Now where is his oemdle 7 — and where are his auiifeehcst-^ 

*Ti« done I — they are fovnd I — 

He stands up, and looks round 
By the Ught of a <«dip" of rixteen to the pound! 
— ^What is it now that makes his nerres to qnirer!-— 
His hand to shake ^- and his fimbs to shiTerT— • 
Fear? — Pooh! — it is only a touch of the liver— 

AQ is silent — all is still — 
It's "gammon"— it's stuff!"— he may do what he irilll 
Carefully now he approaches the shrine, 
In which, as I Ve mentioned before, about nine, 
They had placed in such state the lamented Diyine I 
But not to worship — No ! — No such thing !— 
His aim is — ^to '< pkiq " thb Pastokal xijia 1 1 

Fancy his fHght, 

When, with all his might 
Having forced up the lid, which they'd not &sten'd quite, 
Of the marble sarcophagus — << All in white" 
• The dead Bishop started up, bolt upright 
On his hinder end, — and grasp'd him so ti|^t^ 

That the dutch of a kite, 

Or a bull-dog's bite 
When he 's most provoked and in bitterest spite. 
May well be conceived in comparison slight, 
And having thus <* tackled" him — blew out his light 1 1 

Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 

The fright and the fear ! 
No one to hear ! — nobody near ! 
in the dead of the night!" — at a bad time of year !— 
A deftoict Bishop squatting upright on his bier, 
And shouting so loud, that the drum of his ear 
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He thovgbt woald have 8pUt as these awful words net it — 
*'Ah, ha! mt good fbibud! — don't tou wish tou mat qwt 

IT?*' — 

Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 

'TVtim a night of fear! 
— I should just like to know, if the boldest man here. 
In his situation, would not hare felt queer? 

The wretched man bawls. 

And he yells, and he squalls. 
But there's nothing responds to his shrieks save the wiO% 
And the desk, and the pulpit, the pews, and the stalls 

Held firmly at bay, 

Kick and plunge as he may, 
His struggles are fruitless — he can't get away, 
He reaHy can't tell what to do or to say, 
And being a Pagan, don't know how to pray ; 
Till through the east window, a few streaks of grey 
Announce the approach of the dawn of the day ! 

Oh, a welcome sight 

Is the rosy light, 
Which loTelily heralds a morning bright, 
Above all to a wretch kept in durance all mgfat 
By a horrid dead gentleman hokUng him tight,— 
Of all sorts of gins that a trespasser can trap. 
The most disagreeable kind of a man-trap I 

•—Oh! welcome that ben's 

Biatin chime, which teOs 
To one oao^t in this worst of all possible snares, 
That the hour is arriyed to begin Morning Prayers, 
And the monks and the friars are coming down stairs I 

Conceive the surprise 

Of the Choir -^ how their eyes 
Are distended to twice their original size, — 
How some begin bless, — some anathematiie, — 
And an look on the thief as old Nick in disguise. 
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WhfleilMm^fiedAblMteries, <<Wel]!~.Idecfarer^ 

^-Thii is really a Teiy mysterions affair I ^ 

Bid the l>aiidy-legg'd Sexton go run for the May'r I" 

The Maj'r and his miUs 

An soon on their feet» — 
(HiB worship kept house-in the yeiy same ftreel^— ) 

At onoe he awakes, 

**His compliments" makes, 
« He H be np at the Chnrch in a conple of shakes r* 
Meanwhile the whole conTent is palling and hanling, ^ 

And bawling and sqnallingy 

And terribly mauling 
The thief whose endeayonr to follow his calling 
Had thus brought him into a grasp so enthralling. — 

Now high, now low. 

They drag "to and fro," — 
Now this way, now that way they twist him — but — No! — 
The glased eye of St. Aloys distinctly says " PlA ! 
« You may pull as you please, I shall noi let him go I" 
Nay, more ;— when his Worship at leagth oame to tay 
He was perfectly ready to take him away. 
And fat him to grace the next Amto-^khfiy 

Still dtoser he prest 

The poor wretch to his breast, 
While a Tolce — though his jaws still together wen Jama'd— 
Was heard from his chest, « If you do, I'll—..'* here slamm'd 
The great door of the Church, —with so awfid a sound 
That the close of tiie good Bishop^s sentence was droim'd I 

Out spake Frare Jehan, 
A pitiful man, 

Oh ! a pitiful man was he I 
And he wept and he pined 
For the i^ins of mankind. 

As a Friar in his degree. 
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** Remember, good gentlefolks," so he began, 
** Dear Aloys was always a piiifiil man ! — 

That Yoice from his chest 

Has dearly ezprest 
He has pardon'd the culprit— and as for the rest» 
Before yon shall bom him — he'll see you all blest I" 

The Monks, and the Abbot, the Sexton, and Clerk 
Were exceedingly stmck with the Friar's remark, 
And the Judge, who himself was by no means a shark' 
Of a Lawyer, and who did not do things in tiio dark, 
But still lean'd (hating once been himself a gay spark,) 
To the merciful side, — Hke the late Alan Paik, — 

Agreed that, indeed, 

The best way to succeed, 
And by which this poor caitiff alone could be freed, 
Would be to absolye him, and grant a free pardon, 
On a certain condition, and that not a hard one, 
Viz. — *< That he, the said Infidel, straightway should ope 
His mind to conyiction, and worship the Pope, 
And <ey'iy man Jack' in an amice or cope; 

And that, to do so. 

He should forthwith go- 
To Rome, and salute ihere his Holiness* toe^— 

And neyer agfldn 

Bead Voltnre c»r Tom Paine, 
Or Percy Bysshe Shelley or Lord Byron's Cain ;-* 
His pilgrimage o'er, take St Frtncis's habit ;*^ 
If anytiiing lay about, neyer to * nab ' it ;•>- 
Or, at worst, if he tkouU light on articles gone aittay. 
To be sure and deposit them safe in the Monasi'tyl*' 

The oath he took— 

— ^As he kiss'd the book, 
Naye, transept, and aisle with a thunder-clap shook! 
The Bishop sank down with a sifttisfied look, 
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And the Tlii«f,«eleaB«d 
By the Saint deceased. 
Fen into the arms of a neighbouring Friesil 

It skills not now 

To tell you how 
The transmogrified Pagan performed his tow; 

How he quitted his home,. 

Trayell'd to Some, 
And went to St Peter's and looked at the Dome, 
And obtained from the. Pope an assurance of bliss, 
And kiss'd^-whateyer he gaye him to kiss— 
Toe, reHe, embroidery, nought came amass ; 

And how Pope Urban 

Had the man's turban 
Hung up in the Sistine chapel, by way 
Of a reKc— and how it hangs there to this day.—- 

Suffice it to ten. 

Which win do quite as well, 
That the whole of the Gonyent the miracle saw 
And tiie Abbot's report was sufficient to draw 
Ey'ry bon CaihoUque in la beUe Franu to Blois, 
Among others, the Monarch himself, Francois, 
The Archbishop of Bheims, and his '* Pious Jack-daw," * 
And there was not a man in Church, Chapel, or Meeting-house, 
Stin less in Cabaret^ Hotel, or Eating-house^ 

But made an oration^ 

And said, <<In the nation 
If erer a man deserred canonisation. 
It was the kind, pitiAil, pious Aloys."— 

Bo the P<qpe says,-~says he, 

«Then a Saint he shatt be!"— 
So he made him a Saint, — and remitted the fee. 

What became of the Pagan I reaHy can't say ; 

* fide IngcMshy Legendf (Tint BuM)i page ST. 
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But I think IVe been told, 

When he'd enter'd their fold, 
And was now a Franciscan some twenty days old, 
He got up one fine morning before break of day, 
Pat the F^x in his pocket — and then ran away. 



Moral. 

I think we may coax out a moral or two 
From the facts which have lately come under onr Tiew. 
First — don't meddle with Saints ! — for yon '11 find if yon do. 
They're what Scotch people call, <* kittle cattle to shoe!" 
And when once they have managed to take you in tow, 
It's a deuced hard matter to make them let go I 

Now to you, wicked Pagans! —who wander about, 

Up and down Regent Street every night, ** on the scout," — 

Recollect the Police keep a sharpish look-out, 

And, if once you 're suspected, your skirts they will stick to 

TiSi they catch you at last infiagranie delicto! — 

I>on't the inference draw 

That because he of Blois 
Suffer'd one to bilk ** Old father Antic the Law," 
That our May'rs and our Aldermen — and we've a City full — 
Show themselves, at our GuildhaQ, quite so pitiful ! 

Lastly, as to the Pagan who play'd such a trick, 
First assuming the tonsure, then cutting his stick, 
There is but one thing which occurs to me — that 
Li^ — Don't give too much credit to people who " rat !" 

— Never forget 

fiarly habit's a net 
Which entangles us all, more or less, in its mesh ; 
And "What's bred in the bone won't come out of the flesh!** 
19 
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We most an be aware Nature's prone to rebel, as 
Old Jnvenal tells as, Ifaturam expeUtUf 

Tamen utfue reeurret I 

There's no making Her rat! 
So that all that I have on this head to advance 
Is, — whatever they think of these matters in France, 
There 's a proverfo, the tarath of which each one allows here, 

** lH HXYBB CAS MAXM A SIUL FUESB OT A SOW'S KAB I" 
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In the sucoeediDg Legend we come nearer home.-— 
Father Ingoldsbj is particular in describing its locality, 
■itnate some eight miles from the Hall — less, if jon take 
the bridle-road by the Church-yard, and so along the 
valley by Mr. Fector's Abbey. — In the enumeration of 
the various attempts to appropriate the treasure (drawn 
from a later source), is omitted one, said to have been 
undertaken by the worthy ecdesiastio himself, who, as 
Mrs. Botherby insinuates, is reported to have started for 
Dover, one fine morning, duly furnished with all the 
means and appliances of Exorcism. — I cannot learn, 
however, that the fiunily was ever enriched by his expe- 
dition. 
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THE LAY OF THE OLD WOMAN CLOTHED 
IN GREY. 

A LEGEND OF DOVER. 

Once there lived, as I've heard people say, 
An " Old Woman clothed in grey," 

So fnrrow'd with care, 

So haggard her air, 
In her eye such a wild supernatural stare, 

That all who espied her 

Immediately shied her 
And stroTe to get out of her way. 

This fearsome Old Woman was taken ill: 

— She sent for the D(^tor — he sent her a pill, 

And by way of a trial, 

A two-shilling phial. 
Of green-looking fluid, like lava diluted, 
To which I 'ye profess'd an abhorrence most rooted.* 
One of those draughts they so commonly send us, 
Labelled ^^ Haustiu eathartieus, mane tumendus;" — 

She made a wry face, 

And, without saying Grace, 
Toss'd it off like a dram — it improved not her case. 

— The Leech came again; 

He now open'd a vein. 
Still the little Old Woman continued in pain. 
So her " Medical Man," although loth to distress her. 
Conceived it high time that her Father Confessor 
Shonld be sent for to shrive, and assoilize, and bless her, 

• Vide page 10. 
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That she might not slip out of these troublesome scenes 
"UnanneaI'd and Unhousel'd,"— whatever that means.* 

Growing afraid, 

He calls to his aid 
A handy-legged neighbour, a " Tailor hy trade,'*f 

Tells him his fears, 

Bids him lay by his shears, 
His thimble, his goose, and his needle, and hie 
^ith all possible speed to the Conyent hard by. 

Requests him to say 

That he begs they'll all pray. 
Viz : The whole pious brotherhood. Cleric and Lay, 
For the soul of an Old Woman clothed in grey, 
Who was just at that time in a yeiy bad way, 
And he really befieved couldn't last out the day; 

And to state his desire 

That some erudite Friar, 
Would run over at once, and examine, and try her; 

For he thought he would find 

There was " something behind," 
A something that woigh'd on the Old Woman's mind,— • 
" In fact he was sure, from what fell from her tongue. 
That this little Old Woman had done something wrong." 

Then he wound up the whole with this hint to the man, 

" Mind and pick out as holy a friar as you can V* 

•Alack for poor William Linley to settle tbe point I His elvcidatioB of 
Hacbeth'8 ** Uurlyburly" casts a halo around his memory. In him the 
vorld lost one of its kindliest Spirits, and the Qarrick Clnb its aeatest 
commentator. 

t All who are familiar with the Poliee Reports, and other Reoords of ov 
Gonrto of justice, will recollect that erery gentleman of this partteolar 
profession iuTariably thus describes himself in eontradistinotion to th* 
Bricklayer, whom he probably presumes to be indigenous, and to tka Sho*> 
sr, bom a Snob. 
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Now I 'd have you to know 

That this story of woe, 
Which I'm telling you, happen'd a long time ago; 
I ean't say exactly kov? long, nor, I own, 
What particular monarch was then on the throne. 
But 'twas here in Old England : and all that one knows is, 
It must haye preceded the Wars of the Roses.* 

Inasmuch as the times 

Described in these rhymes. 
Were as flruitfiod in virtues as ours are in crimes ; 

And if 'mongst the Laity 

Unseemly gaiety 
Sometimes betray'd an occasional taint or two. 

At once all the Clerics 

Went ii^o hysterics, 
While scarcely a convent but boasted its Saint or two ; 
So it must have been long ere the line of the Tudors, 

As since then the breed 

Of Saints rarely indeed 
With their dignified presence have darkened our pew-doors. 

— Hence the late Mr. Froude, and the live Dr. Pusey 

We modems consider as each worth a JeVs eye ; 

Though Wiseman and Dullmanf combine against Newman, 

With Doctors and Proctors, and say he 's no true man. 

-—But this by the way. — The Convent I speak about 

Had Saint« in scores — they said Mass week and week about; 

And the two now on duty were each, for their piety, 

*< Second to none" in that holy society, 

* " An antf«nt and most pngnacions fiunlly," says our Bath Friend. "On* 
of their deeoendants, George Bo0e,E8q., late M.P. for Chriatchurcta (an elderly 
gentleman now deftinot), waa equally eelebrated for hia voeal abllitleB and 
Sila wanton deatraction of furniture when in a state of excitement.— *< Sing, 
fM Rose, and bum the bellows!" has grown into a proverb. 

f The worthy Jesuit's polemical publisher.— I am not quite sure as to the 
orthography ; it's idem tonatUf at all events. 
19» 
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And well might have borne 

Those words which are worn . 
By our **JfulU Secundus'* Clab — poor dear loet muttons.— 
Of Guardsmen — on Clab days, inscribed on their battooa.— 

They would read, write, and speak 

Latin, Hebrew, and Greek, 
A radish-bnnch mnnch for a hmch, — or a leek ; 

Though scoffers and boobies 

Ascribe certain rabies 
That gamish*d the nose of the good Father Hilary 
To the OTermuch use of Canary and Silleiy, 
*-Some said spirituous compounds of Tiler distllleiy — 

Ah ! little reck'd they 

That with Friars, who say 
Fifty Fatert a night, and a hundred a day, 
A very sHght sustenance goes a great way — 
Thus the consequence was that his colleagne, Banlius, 
Won golden opinions, by looking more biUons, 
From all who conceived strict monastical duty 
By no means conducire to personal beauty ; 
And being more meagre, and thinner, and paler, 
He was snapt up at 6nce by the bandy-Iegg'd Tailor. 

The latter's concern 

For a speedy return 
Scarce left the Monk time to put on stouter sandals, 
Or go round to his shrines, and snuff all his Saint's candles; 
Still less had he leisure to change the hair-shirt he 
Had worn the last twenty years — probably thirty, — 
Which not being washM all that time, had grown dirty. 

— It seems tiiere's a sin in 

The wearing clean linen, 
Which Friars pajist eschew at the very beginning, 
Though it makes them look frowsy, and drowsy, and bloirayi 
And ::— a rhyme modem etiquette never allows ye.-rr 
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As for the rest, 

E'en if time had not prest, 
It didn't much matter how Basil was drest, 
Nor oonld there be anj great need for adorning, 
The Night being almost at odds with the Morning. 

Oh I sweet and beautiful is Night, when the silver Moon is high, 
And countless Stars, like clustering gems, hang sparkling in 

the sky, 
While the balmy breath of the summer breeze comes whispering 

down the glen. 
And one fond Toice alone is heard — oh ! Night is loTelj then t 
But when that Toice, in feeble moans of sickness and of pain. 
But mocks the anxious ear that strives to catch its sounds in 

Tain, — 
When silently we watch the bed, by the taper's flickering light, 
Where all we loye is fading fast — how terrible is Ni|^t 1 1 

More terrible yet, 

If you happen to get 
By an old woman's bedside, who, all her life long. 
Has been, what the yulgar call *< coming it strong" 
In all sorts of ways that are naughty and wrong.— 

As Confessions are sacred, it's not very facile ' 
To ascertain what the old hag said to Basil ; 

But whatever she said. 

It fiU'd him with dread, 
P And made all his hair stand on end on his head, — 
No great feat to perform, inasmuch as said hair 
Being clipp'd by the tonsure, his crown was left bare, 
So of course Father Basil had little to spare ; 

But the little he had 

Seem'd as though 't had gone mad. 
Each lock, as by action galvanic, uprears 
In the two little tufts on the tops of his ears. — 

What the old woman said 

That so <«fiird him with dread," 
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We should never haye known any moro than the dead. 
If the bandy-lcgg*d Tailor, his errand thus sped, 
Had gone quietly back to his needle and thread, 

As he ought; but instead. 

Curiosity led,— 
A feeling we all deem extremely ill-bred, — 
He contrired to secrete himself under the bed I 

-—Not that he heard 

One half, or a third 
Of what pass'd as the Monk and the Patient conferred, 
But he 'here and there managed to pick up a word, 

Such as ** Knife," 

And "Life," 
And he thought she said << Wife," 
And ** Money," that source of all eyil and strife ;"* 
Then he plainly distinguished the icords " Gore," and "Gash,** 
Whence he deem*d — and I don't tlimk his inference rash — 
She had cut some one's throat for the sake of his cash I 

Intermixed with her moans. 

And her sighs, and her groans, 
Enough to have melted the hearts of the stones. 
Game at intervals Basil's sweet, soft, silver tones. 
For somehow it happen'd — I can't tell you why — " 
The good Friar's indignation, -i. at first rather high, — 
To judge from the language he used in reply, 
Ere the Old Woman ceased, had a good deal gone by ; 
And he gently address'd her in accents of honey, 
« Daughter, don't you despair?— WHAT'S BECOME OF THE 

MONEY?" 
In one just at death's door, it was really absurd 
To see how her eye %hted up at that word — 
Indeed there 's not one in the language that I know, 
(Save its synonyms "Spanish," "Blunt," "Stumpy," and 
"Rhino,") 

* Effodiuntur Opes Irritaiaenta Halorom. 

]:inLT's( 
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Which acts eo direct, 

And with so much effect 
On the human aeMorium, or makes one erect 
One's ears so, as soon as the sound we detect — 

It 's a question with me 

Which of the three, 
Father Basil himself, though a grare S. T. P. 
(Such as he have, you see, the degree of D.D.) 
Or the eaves-dropping, bandy-legg'd Tailor, — or She 
Caught it quickest — howeyer traditions agree 
That the Old Woman perk'd up as bnsk as a bee, — 

'Twas the last quiyering flare of the taper, ^the fir* 

It so -often emits when about to expire I 

Her excitement began the same instant to flag, 

She sank back, and whisper'd " Safe ! — Safe I in the Bag 1 1'' 

Now I would not by any means have you suppose 

That the good Father Basil was just one of those 

Who entertain views 

We're so apt to abuse. 
As neither befitting Turks, Christians, nor Jews, 

Who haunt death-bed scenes, 

By underhand means 
To toady or teaze people out of a legacy, — 
For few folk, indeed, had such good right to beg as he. 
Since Borne, in her pure Apostolical beauty, 
Not only permits, but enjoins, as a duty. 

Her sons to take care 

That, let who will be heir. 
The Pontiff shall not be choused out of his share, 
Nor stand, any such mangling of chattels and goods, 
As, they say, was the case with the late Jemmy Wood's ; 
Her Conclaves, and Councils, and Synods in short main 
-tain principles adverse to statutes of Mortmain; 

Besides you'll discern 

It, at once, when you learn 
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That Basil had something to give in return. 
Since it rested with him to say how she should bum. 
Nay, as to her ill-gotten wealth, should she turn it all 
To uses he named, he could say, ** You shan't bum at all, 

Or nothing to signify, 

Not what you 'd dignify 
So much as even to call it a roast, 
But a mere little singeing, or scorching at most^ — 
What many would think not unpleasantly warm, — 
Just to keep up appearance — mere matter of form." 

AH this in her ear 

He declared, but I fear 
That her senses were wand'ring — she seem'd not to hear. 
Or, at least, understand, — for mere unmeaning talk her 
Paroh'd lips babbled now, — such as <* Hookey I'' — and 

"Walker!" 
— She expired, with her last breath expressing a doubt 
If « his Mother were folly aware he was out?" 

Now it seems there 's a place they call Purgat'ry — so 

I must write it, my Terse not admitting the — 

But, as for the venue, I yow I'm perplext 

To say if it's in this world, or if in the next — 

Or whether in both — for 'tis Yery well known 

That St Patrick, at least, has got one of his own, 

In a "tight little Island" that stands in a Lake 

CaU'd "Lough-dearg"— that's "The Red Lake," unless I 

mistake, — 
In Fermanagh — or Antrim — or Donegal — which 

I declare I can't tell. 

But I know Yery well 
It's in latitude 54, nearly their pitch 
(At Tappington, now, I could look in the Gazetteer, 
But I'm out on a Yisit, and nobody has it here). 

Th^e are some, I'm aware, 

Who don't stick to declare 
There 's " no differ" at all 'twixt " this here" and " that there,** 
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That it's an the same place, but the Saint reserves his entry 
For the separate use. of the ** finest of pisentry," 

And that his is no more 

Than a mere private door 
FroiA the reM-de-chaussSej — as some call the ground floor,— 
To the one which the Pope had found out long before. 

But no matter — lay 

The locale where you may ; 
—And where it is no one exactly can say — 
There 's one thing, at least, which is known rery well, 
That it acts as a Tap-room to Satan's Hotel. 

** Entertainment" there 's worse 

Both for "Man and for Horse;" * 

For broiling the seals 

They use Lord Mayor's coals; — 
Then the sulphur's inferior, and boils up much slower 
Than the fine fruity brimstone they give you down lower: 

It's by no means so strong — 

Mere sloe-leayes to Souchong; 
The ** prokers" are not half so hot, or so long, 
By an inch or two, either in handle or prong ; 
The Vipers and Snakes are less sharp in the tooth, 
And the Nondescript Monsters not near so uncouth ;~ 
In short, it's a phuse the good Pope, its creator. 
Made for what's called by Cockneys a "Minor The-&tre." 
Better suited, of course, for a "minor performer," 
Than the " House," that 's so much better lighted and warmer, 
Below, in that queer place which nobody mentions, — 

— ^You understand where 

I don't question — down there 
Where, in lieu of wood blocks, and such modem inventions, 
The Paving Commissioners use ** Good Intentions," 
Materials which here would be thought on by few men, 
V^ih so many founts of Asphaltio bitumen 
At hand, at the same time to pave and illumine. 
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To go on with my story, 

This same Parga-tory, 
(There, I've got in the 0, to my Muse's great (^ory,) 
Is dose lock'd, and the Pope keeps the keys of it — that I oaa 
Boldly affirm — in his desk in the Vatican; 

— Not those of St. Peter— 

These of which I now treat, are 
A bunch by tiiemselres, and mnch smaller and neater — 
And 80 cleverly made, Mr. Chubb could not frame a 
Key better contriTed for its purpose — nor Bramah. 

Now it seems that by these 

M^st miraculous keys * 

Not only the Pope, but his '* clargy," with ease 
Can let people in and out, just as they please ; 
And — provided you "make it all right" about fees, 
There is not a friar Dr. Wiseman will own, of them. 
Bat can always contrive to obtain a short loan of them; 

And Basil, no doubt. 

Had brought matters about^ 
If the little old woman would but have "spoke out," 
So far as to get for her one of those tickets. 
Or passes, whicU clear both the great gates and wickets ; 

So that after a grill. 

Or short turn on the Mill, 
And with no worse a singeing, to purge her iniquity, 
Than a Freemason gets in the "Lodge of Antiquity," 

She'd have rubb'd off old scores, 

Pppp'd out of doors. 
And sheer'd off at once for a happier port. 
Like a white-wash'd Insolvent that's gone through the Court" 

But Basil was one 

Who was not to be done 
By any one, either in earnest or fun ; — 
The ennning old beads-telling son of a gun, 
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In all bargains, nnless he'd his ^pdd for his que. 
Would shake his bald pate, and pronounce it ** No Go." 

So', nnless you're a dunce. 

You'll see clearly, at once, 
When you come to consider the facts of the case, he, 
Of course never gave her his Vade in pace; 
And the consequence was, when the last mortal throe 
Beleased her pale Ghost from these regions of woe. 
The little old woman had no where to go I 

For, what could she do 7 

She Tory well knew 
If she went to the gates I hare mentioned to you, 
Without Basil's, or some other passport to show 
The Cheque-takers neyer would let her go through; 
While, ta to the other place, e'en had she tried it. 
And really had wish'd it, as much as she shied it^ 
(For no one who knows what it is can abide it,) 
Had she knock'd at the portal with ne'er so much din, 
Though she died in, what folks at Borne call, « Mortal sin," 
Yet Old Nick, for the life of him, daren't take her in. 
As she'd not been tum'd formally out of " the pale ; — " 
So much the bare name of the Pope made him quail. 
In the times that I speak of, his courage would fail 
Of Rome's yassals the lowest and worst to assail. 
Or e'en touch with so much as die end of his tail ; 

Though, now he 's grown older, 

They say he's much bolder. 
And his Holiness not only gets the ** cold shoulder," 
But Nick rumps him completely, and don't seem to 6are a 
JE>Mii|»— that's the word — for his triple tiara. 

Well— what shall she do? — 

What's the course to pursue?— 
««Iry St Peter ?— the step is a bold one to take ; 
For the Saint is, there can't be a doubt, <wide awake ;* 

But then there's a quaint 

Old ProTerb says * Faint 
20 
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Heart ne'er won fair Lady/ then how win a Saint?— 

I're a great mind to try — 

One can but apply; 
If things come to the worst why he can but deny — 

The sky 

's rather high 
To be sure — bnt, now I 
That cumbersome carcass of cUy have laid by, 
I am just in the < order ' which some folks — though why 
I am sure I can't tell you — wonld call < Apple-pie.' 

Then < never say die !* 

It won't do to be shy, 
So 111 tack np my shroud, and — hese goes for a fly !'* 
— So said and so done — she was off like a shot» 
And kept on the whole way at a pretty smart trot. 

When she drew so near 

That the Saint could see her, 
In a moment lie frown'd, and began to look queer, 
And scarce would allow her to make her case clear, 
Ere he pursed up his mouth 'twixt a sneer and a jeer, 
With " It 's all very well, —but you do not lodge here I"— 
Then, calling her everything but '< My dear!" 
He applied his great toe with some force au derrUrt, 
And dismiss'd her at once with a, flea in her ear. 

"Alast poor Ghost I" 

It's a doubt which is most 
To be pitied — one doom'd to fry, broil, boil, and roasts — 
Or one bandied about thus from pillar to post, — 
To be '< all abroad" — to be " stump'd" not to know where 

To go^so disgraced 

As not to be "placed," 
Or, as Crocky would say to Jem Bland, « To be No where. • 

However that be 

The affaire wtsfime, 
And the poor wretch rejected by all, as you see ! 
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Mr. Oliyer Goldsmith obserres — not the Jew — 

Thftt the ** Hare whom the hounda and the huntsmen pnnne," 

Haying no other sort of asylnm in Tiew, 

" Returns hack again to the place whence she flew/' — 

i fact which experience has proYed to be true. — 

Mr. Gray, — in opinron with whom Johnson clashes, — 

Declares that our *< wonted fires liye in our ashes.'* * — 

These motiyes combined, perhaps, brought back the hag^ 

The first to her mansion, the last to her bag, 

When only conceiye her dismay and surprise, 

As a Ghost l^ow she open'd her cold stony eyes, 

When there, — on the spot where she'd hid her <'0up^fie8|"«-* 

In an underground cellar of yeiy small size, 

Working hard with a spade, 

An at once she suryey'd 
That confounded old bandy-legg'd </ Tailor by trade." 

Fancy the tone 

Of the half moan, half groan, 
Which burst from the breast of the Ghost of the crone ! 
As she stood there, — a figure 'twixt moonshine and stone. 
Only fancy the glare in her eyeballs that shone I 
Although, as Macbeth says, "they'd no speculation," 

While she utter'd that word. 

Which American Bird, - 
Or James Fenimore Cooper, would render << Tarnation 1 1" 

At the noise which she made, 

Down went the spade! — 
And up jump'd the bandy-legg'd " Tailor by trade," 
(Who had shrewdly coi\jectared, from something that fisll, her 
Deposit was somewhere conceal'd in the cellar;) 

Turning round at a sound 

So extremely profound, 

• « iPen in our ashes lire their wonted firesP ~ Gkat. 
''A portion at which Experience revolts, Ctedvlity hesitatei^ and eyca 

Itacy ftSMir— JOBliQK. 
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The moment her shadowy form met his yiew, 
He gaye rent to a sort of a lengthened "Bo-o— ho-o!" — 
With a coontenance Keeley alone conld pot on. 
Made one grasshopper spring to the door — and was gone I 
JErupUI EvatUl 

As at B<mie they wonld phrase it — 
His flight was so swift, the eye searoely eonld traee it, 
Thon^ elderiy, bandy-legged, meagre and deldy, 
I doubt if the Ghost coold hare yanish'd more qniehly ;— 
He reach'd his own shop, and then fell into fits. 
And it's said neyer rightly reooTer^d his wits. 
While the ohnckling old Hag takes his place, and there sits I 

I'll yentore to say, 

She'd sat there to this day. 
Brooding oyer what Cobbett caOs <<yile yellow day,", 
like a Yultore, or other obscene bird of prey. 
O'er the nest-full of eggs she has managed to lay. 
If, as legends relate, and I think we may trust 'em, her 
Stars had not brought her another guess customer — 

'Twas Basil himself! — 

Come to look for her pelf: 
But not, like the Tailor, to dig, delye, and groyel, 
And grub in the cellar with pickaxe and shoyel ; 

Full well he knew 

Such tools would not do, — 
Far other the weapons he brought into play, 
Viz, a Wax-taper "hallow'd on Candlemas-day," 

To light to her ducats, 

Holy water, two buckets, 
Made with salt— half a peck to four gallons-— which brews % 
(Strong triple X "strike,"— see Jacobus de Chusa,) 

With these, too, he took 

His bell and his book — 
Not a nerve ever trembled, — his hand never shook 
As he boldly march'd up where she sat in her nook, 
Glow'ring round with that wild indescribale look, 
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WMeh Some may haye read of, perchance, in <'Ne11 Cook/'* 
All, in « Martha the Gipsy" by Theodore Hook. 

And now, for the reason I gaye you before, 

Of what passed then and there I can teU yon no more^ 

As no Tailor was near with his ear at the door; 

Bat I 'to always been told. 

With respect to tiie gold, 
For which she her "jewel eternal" had sold. 

That the old Harridan, 

Who, no donbt, knew her man, 
Hade some compromise — hit upon some sort of plan, 
By which Friar and Ghost were both equally pinn'd — 
Hearen only knows how the "Agreement" got wind;— 

But its purport was this, 

That the things done amiss 
B|y the Hag should not hinder her ultimate bliss; 

Provided — **Imprimit, 

The cash from this time is 
The Church's — impounded for good pious uses «» 
—Father B. shall dispose of it just as be chooses, 

And act as trustee-^ 

In the meantime that She, 
The said Ghostess, — or Ghost, — ^as the matter may be, — 
From * impediment,' * hindrance,' and <let' shall be firee, 
To sleep in her grare, or to wander, as he, 
The said Friar, with said Ghost may hereafter agree.— 

MoreoYer — The whole 

Of the said cash, or * cole,' 
Shall be spent for the good of said Old Woman's sonl I 

** It is farther agreed — ^while said cash is so spending. 
Said Ghost shall be folly absolved from attending, 

And shall quiet remain 

In the grave, her domain, 

20* 
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To^aye, tnd enjoj, ind npliold, and maintjun, 
Without molestation, or trouble or pain. 
Hindrance, let, or impediment, (oyer again) 
From Old Nick, or from anj one else of his train, 
Whether Pow'r, — ^Domination, — or Princedom,— or Throne,* 
Or by what name soerer rhe same maj be known, 
Howsoe'er call*d by Poeta or styled by IKyines,— 
Himself,— his executors, heirs, and assigns. 

** ProTided that, — ^nevertheless, — notwithstanding 
An herein contained, — ^if whoeyer 's a hand in 
Dispensing said cash,— or said < cole,'— shall dare Tentore 
To misapply money, note, bill, or debenture 
To uses not named in this present Indenture, 
Then that such sum, or sums, shall revert, and come home again 
Back to said Ghost, — who thenceforward shall roam again. 
Until such time, or times, as the said Ghost produces 
Some good man and true, who no longer refuses 
To put sum, or sums, aforesaid, to said uses ; 
Which duly performed, the said Ghost shall have rest, 
The f^ term of her natural death, of the best, 
In fun consideration of this, her bequest, 
In manner and form aforesaid, — as exprest: — 
In witness whereof, we, the parties aforesaid. 
Hereunto set our hands and our seals — and no more said. 
Being all that these presents intend to express, 
Whereas — notwithstanding — and nevertheless. 

<* Signed, seal'd, and delivered, this 2ath ot May, 
Anno Domini, blank, (though I've mention'd the day,) 
(Signed 

Basil. 

Old yfoKAX (late) clothbd in gsbt." 

Basil, now I am told, 
WaUdng off with the gold, 

• ThnNMt! Dominations I Princedomtl TirtnesI Powers I— Mumv. 
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Went and stnigfat got the document duly enroffd, 
And left the testatrix to mildew and mould 
In her sepulchre, oosey, cool, — not to say cold. 
But somehow — though how I can hardly diyine,— 

A runlet of fine 

Rich MalYoisid wine 
Found its way to the Conrent that night before nine> 
With custards, and *<flawns," and a << fayre fk>rentine/' 
Peach, apricot^ nectarine, melon, and pine ; — 
And some half a score Nuns of the rule Bridgetine, 
Abbess and all were inrited to dine 
At a yery late hour, — that is after Compline.^ 
— Father Hilary's rubies began soon to shine 
With fresh lustre, as though newly dug from the mine ; 

Through all the next year, 

Indeed, 'twould appear 
That the Convent was much better off, as to cheer, 
Even Basil himself, as I very much fear, 
No longer addicted himself to small beer ; 

His complexion grew clear, 

While in front and in rear 
He enlarged so, his shape seem'd approaching a sphere.. 

No wonder at all, then, one cold winter's night, 
That a serrant girl going down stairs with a light 
To the cellar we're spoken of, saw, with affinght, 
An Old Woman, astride on a barrel, inyite 
Her to take, in a manner extremely polite. 
With her left hand, a bag, she had got in her right ; — 
For tradition asserts that the Old Woman's purse 
Had come back to her ieareefy one penny the worse ! 

The girl, as they say, * 

Ran screaming away, * 

Quite scared by the Old Woman clothed In grey ; 
But there came down a Knight, at no distant a day, 

Sprightly and gay 

As the bird on the spray. 
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One Sir Untoa MonntfArdington^ Lord of Fooi't-«r»7, 

Whose estate, not unlike those of most of our <* Swell" beaaXt 

Was, what's, bj a metaphor, term'd *<oat at elbows;" 

And the fact was, said Knight was now merely delay'd 

From crossing the water to join the Crusade 

For oonrer^g the Pagans with bill, bow, and blade, 

By the want of a litfle pttenoiaiy aid 

To buj arms and horses, the tools of his trade^ 

And enable his troop to appear on parade; 

The unquiet Shade 

Thought Sir Ruftis, 'tis said. 
Just the man for her money, — she readily paid 
For the articles named, and with pleasure oonrey'd 
To his hands every farthing she erer had made f 

But alas I I'm afraid 

Most unwisely she laid 
Out her cash — the Beaux ytvx of a Saracen maid 
(Truth compeb me to say a most pestilent jade) 
Conrerted the gaUant converter — betray'd 
Him to do everything which a Knight could degrade, 
— E'en to worship Mahound!— she required — He obe/d. 
The consequence was, all the money was wasted 
On Infidel pleasures he should not have tasted ; 
So that, after a very short respite, the Hag 
Was seen down in her cellar again with her bag. 
Don't fancy, dear Reader, I mean to go on 
Seriaim through so many ages by-gone, 

And to bore you with names 

Of the Squires and the Dames, 
Who have managed, at times, to get hold of tiie sack. 
But spent the cash so that it always came back ; 

The4i8ti8 toolong 

To be given in my song,— 
There are reasons beside, would perhaps make it wrong; 
I shall merely observe, in those orthodox days. 
When Mary set Smithfield all o'er in a blase, 
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And 8how*d herself yery ee- 

Tere ikgainst heresj, 
WhUe many a wretch Boom'd'to flinch, or to scream, as he 
Burnt for denjing the Papal supremacy, 

Bishop Bonner the bag got^ 

And aU thought the Hag got 
Released, as he spent all in fiiel and faggot — 

But somehow — though how 

I canH tell you, I tow — 
I suppose by mismanagement — ere the next reign 
The Spectre had got all her money again. 

The last time, I'm told. 

That the Old Woman's gold 
Was obtained, — as before, — for the asking, — * 'twas htA 
By a Mr. O— Something — firom Ballinafad; 
And the whole of it, so 'tis reported, was sent 
To John Wright's, in account for the Catholic Rent, 
And thus — like a great deal more money » it <<wentl" 

So 'tis said at Maynooth, 

But I can't think it's truth; 
Though I know it was boldly asserted last season, 
Still I can not belieye it ; and that for this reason, ' 
It 's certain the eaah h<u got hack to itt ownwV*^ 
— Now no part of the Bent to do «o e'er was known, -^ or, 
In any shape, erer come home to the donor. 

Gentle Readsk! — you must know the proTerb, I think—- 
« To a blind horse a nod is as good as a Wink!" 

Which some learned Chap, 

In a square College cap, 
Perhaps, would translate by the words << Vethum Sap!** 

— Xow, should it so chance 

That you're going to France 
In the course of next Spring, as you probably may, 

Bo pull up, and stay, 

If but for a <iay, 
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At DoTer, through which jmt miut pass on yoiir Wfty. 
At the York, — or the Ship, — -where, as ail people say. 
You'll get good wine yourself, and your horses good hay, 
Perhaps, my good friend, yon may find it will/Miy, 
And you cannot lose much by so short a delay. 

First DiNi! — you can do 

That on joint, or roffoiit — 
Then say to the waiter, — " I 'm jnst passing through, «> 
Pray, — where can I find out the old Mauon Dim f — 
He '11 show you the street — (the French call it a Rue^ 
But you won't haye to giro here tk petit ieu). 

Wen, — when you 'ye got there, — neyer mind how you'rt 

taunted, — 
Ask boldly, « Pray, which is the house here tiiat's haunted?" 
— I'd tell you myself, but I can't recollect 
The proprietor's name ; but he's one of that sect 
Who caH themsdres "Friends," and whom others call ^'Qu** 

kers,"— 
t^ou 11 be sure to find out if you ask at the Baker's, — 

Then go down with a light, 

9o the cellar at night! 
And as soon as you see her don't be in a fright I 

But ask the old Hag, 

At once, for the bag ! — 
If you' find that she 's shy, or your senses would dazzle. 
Say, << lia'am, I insist ! —in the name of St. Basil !" 

If she giyes it you, seize 

It, and — do afr you please — 
But there is not a person I 'ye ask'd but agrees. 
You should spend — part at least — for the Old Woman's ease! 
— For the rest — if it mutt go back some day — why — let it! — 
Meanwhile, if you're poor, and in loye, or in debt, it 
May do you some good, and — 

I WISH T017 HAT GET IT ! 1 1 
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To wbom is the name of Cornelios Agrippft otherwise 
than familiar^ since '' a Magician/' of renown not inferior 
to his own, has brought him and his terrible ^' Black Book " 
again before the world? — That he ^ras celebrated, 
among other exploits, for raising the DeTil, we are all 
well aware; — how he performed this feat, — at least 
one, and that, perhaps, the most certain method, by 
which he did it, — ' is thus described. 



RAISING THE DEVIL. 

A LEGEND Ol* OOBNELIUS AGRIPPA. 

" Ahd hast thou nerve enongh?'' he said. 
That grey Old Man, aboTe whose head 

Unnumbered years had roll'd, — 
<* And hast thou nerre to Tiew/' he cried, 
<« The incarnate Fiend tliat Hearen defied I — 

-*Art thou indeed so bold? 

<<Say, canst Thov, with unshrinking gaze, 
Snstun, rash youth, the withering blaze 

Of that unearthly eye, 
That blasts where'er it lights, — the breath 
That, like the Simoom, scatters death 

On an that yet can die I 

_(« Barest thou confront that fearftd form. 
That rides the whirlwind, and the storm. 

In wild unholy reyel ! — 
The terrors of that blasted brow, 
ArchangeVs once, — ^^though ruin'd now — 

—Ay, — dar^st thou face Tm Divil ?'*— 
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« I due !" the deq>«i»t6 Toath r^Ued, 
And placed Mm by that Old Man's side. 

In fierce and frantic glee, 
Unblenched his cheek, and firm his limb ; 
— <*No paltly jnggling Fiend, but Hix I 

— Ths DiTiir! — I fain would see I^> 

«In an his Gorgon tenon clad. 

His worst, his fellest shape !" the Lad 

B^oin'd in reckless tone.— 
— « Haye then thy wish !" Agrippa said, 
And sii^'d and shook his hoaiy head, 

With many a bitter groan. 

He drew the mystic circle's bonnd, 
With sknll and cross-bones fenced aronnd ; 
He traced full many a sigil there ; 
He mntter'd many a backward pray'r> 

That sonnded like a cnrse— . 
« He comes 1" — he cried with wild grimaoe^ 
«<The fellest of Apollyon's race !"— 
— ^Then in his startled pupil's face 

He dash'd^an Ekptt Pubsi 1 1 
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Ons more legend, and then, gentle Eeadcr, ^' A merry 
Christmas to you and a happy New YearF' — We have 
travelled over many laiftls together, and had many a good- 
humoured laugh hy the way ; — if we have, occasionally, 
been ''more merry than wise/' at least we have not 
jostled oar neighbours on the road, — much less have we 
kicked any one into a ditch. 

So wishing you heartily all the compliments of the 
season, — and thanking you cordially for your company, 
I, Thomas Ingoldsby, bid you heartily farewell, and leave 
you in that of 

SAINT MEDAKD. 

▲ LEGEND OF AFRIO. 

<<H«iu tul inquit Diabolns, hd mihil fearis insuper htmieris reponenda 
«stMroliia; lisr opem qojBsoP 

**!« Diablo a dMTioM;—c'e8t li oe qui l6 perd. — II est gourmand. H 
«nt dau oette ainute-U l*idde de joindre r&me de Medard aux autres fimes 
quil allait. emporter. — Se r«deCer en arri^re, sidslr de sa main droite son 
poiKnard, et 0n_peroer Toutre arec une Tiolenoe, et nne rapidit6 formidable, 
— e^eat ee que fit Bfedard. — Le Diable pouBsa un grand ori. Les Abes 
d61lTr6s a'anAilreot par lissne que le poignard Tenait de leur ouvrir, laissaat 
dans I'outre lean noiioeuis, leurs orimee^ et leurs mtehanoet^s," &a Ao. 

Ih good King Dagobert's palmy days, 
When Saints wpre many, and sins were few, 

Old Nick, 'tis said, 

Was sore bested 
One evening, — and eould not tell what to do. — 

He had been East, and he bad been West^ 
And far had be jonmey*d o'er land and sea ; 
For women and men 
Were warier then, 
And he eonld not oatch one whore ho 'd now catch three. 
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He hftd been North, and he had been Sontfay 

From Zembla's shores unto far Peru, 
Ere he fill'd the sack * 
Which he bore on his back — 

Samts were so many, and sins so few! 

The way was long, and the day was hot ; 
His wings were weary ; his hoofs were sore ; 

And scarce could he trail 

His neryelete tail. 
As it fnrrow'd the sand on the Bed Sea shore I 

The day had been hot, and the way was long ; 
— Hoof-sore, and weary, and faint, was he; 

He lower'd his sack. 

And the heat of his baek. 
Am he leaned on a palm-trunk, bkuted the tree! 

He sat himself down in the palm-tree's shade, 
And he gazed, and he grinn'd in pnre delight. 

As he peep'd inside 

The bnffalo's hide 
He had sewn for a sack, and had cramm'd so tight 

For, though he'd <<gone oyer a good deal of ground,'' 
And game had been scarce, he might well report 
. That still, he had got 
A decentish lot, 
And had had, on the whole, not a bad day's sport. 

He had pick'd np in France a Mattre de Donee, — 
A MaUrteee en Utre, — two smart Qriaettee, 
A Oonrtier at play, — 
And an English Roui — 
Who had bolted from home without paying his debts. — 

— He had caught in Great Britain a ScriYener's clerk, 
A Quaker, ^ a Baker, — a Doctor of Laws, — 
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Arfd a Jockey of York — 
Bnt Paddy from Cork 
** Besayed the ould diyil," and slipp'd through his claws I 

In MoBCOw, a Boyar knouting his ifife 
— A Corsair's crew, in the Isles of Greece — 
And, under the dome 
Of St Peter's, at Rome, 
He had snapp'd up a nice little Cardinal's Niece. — 

He had bagg'd an Inquisitor fresh from Spain — 
A mendicant Friar — of Monks a score ; 

A grate Don, or two, 

And -a Portognese Jew, 
Whom he nabb'd while clipping a new Moidore. 

Ind he said to himself, as he lick'd his lips, 

« Those nice little Dears ! — what a deUcate roast ! — 

— Then, that fine fat Friar, 

At a Yery quick fire, 
Dress'd like a -Woodcock, and served on toast !*' 

*- At the sight of tit-bits so toothsome and choice 
NcTer did mouth water more than Nick's; 

But, — alas I and alack! 

He had stuff'd his sack 
So full that he found himself quite « in a fix:'? 

For, all he could do, or all he could say. 
When, a little recruited, he rose to go, 

Alas! and alack! 

He could not get the sack 
Up again on his shoulders *' whether or no I*' 

Old Nick look'd East, Old Nick look'd West, 
With many a stretch, and with many a strain. 

He bent till his back 

Was ready to crack. 
And he pull'd, and he tugg'd, — but he tugg'd in Tain. 
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Old Nick looked North, Old Nick look'd South ; * 
— Weary was Nicholas, weak and faint, — 

And he was aware 

Of an old man there, 
In Palmer's weeds, who look'd much liice a Saint. 

Nick eyed the Saint, — then he eyed the Sack«* 
The greedy old glutton ! — and thought, with a grin, 
"Dear heart aliyel 
If I could but contriye 
To pop that elderly gentleman in! — 

<* For, were I to choose among all the rago^U 
The euUine can exhibit— < flesh, fowl, or fish, — 

To myself I can paint 

That a barbecued Saint 
Would be for my palate the best side-dish T* 

Now St. Medard dwelt on l^e banks of the Nile, 
— In a t^yramis fast by the lone Red Sea. 
(We can it "Semiramis," 
Why not say Pyramis ? — 
Why should we change the S into a B ?) 

St. Medard, he was a holy man, 
A holy man I ween was he, 

And even by day. 

When he went to pray. 
He would light up a candle, that all might see ? 

He salaanCd to the East, — He salaamed to the West; 
— Of the gravest cut, and the holiest brown 
Were his Palmer's weeds, — 
And he finger'd his beads 
With the right side up, and the wrong side down.— 
* * . « « « 4 

{Status in MSS. valde d^Unitu,) 
St. Medard dwelt on the banks of- the Nile ; — 
He had been living there years foursoore^— 
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And now, << taking the air, 
And saying a pray*r," 
He was walking at eye on the Eed Sea shore. 

latUe he deem'd — that Holy man ! — 

Of Old Kick's wiles, and his frandfol tricks, — 
When he was aware 
Of a Stranger there, 
Who seemM to have got himself into a fix. I 

Steeply that Stranger groaned and sigh'd. 
That wayfaring Stranger, grisly and grey : — 

" I can't raise my sack 

On my poor old back! — 
Oh ! lend me a lift, kind Gentleman, pray! — 

<<For I haye^been East, and I haye been West^ 
Fo^sotfl, weary, and faint am I, 
' And, unless I get home 

Ere the Curfew bome, | 

Here in this desert I well may diel** 

«* Now HeaVn thee save !" — Nick winced at the words, \ 

As eyer he winces at words diyine — 
" Now Heay'n thee saye ! — 
What strength I have, — 
It's little, I wis, — shall be freely thine ! \ 

« For foul befal that Christian man 
Who shall fail, in a fiit,-.^ woe worth the wlule \ — 

His hand to lend 

To fae, or to friend. 
Or to help a lame dog oyer a stile !"— 

—St. Medard hath boon'd himself for the task: 
To hoist up the sack he doth well begin; 
But the fardel feels . 
like a bag full of eels, 
For the folks are all curling, and kicking within.— 
21* 
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St. Medard paused — he began to << smoke''—- 
For a Saint, — if he isn't exactly a cat, — 

Has a yery good nose, , ' 

As this world goes. 
And not worse than his neighbour's for *' smelling a nt." 

The Saint look'd up, and the Saint look'd down; 
He **9mai the rat," and he <* tmoked" the trick ; 

— ^When he came to Tiew 

His comical shoe, 
He saw in a moment his friend was Nick t 

He whipp'd out his oyster-knife, broad and keen— 
A Brummagem blade which he always bore, 

To aid him to eat, i 

By way of a treat, ' 

The *< natires" he found qp the Red-Sea shore ; — y ' 

He whipp'd out his Brummagem blade so keen, 
And he made three slits in the Buffalo's hide. 

And all its contents, * 

Through the rents, and the Tents, 
Came tumbling out, — and away they all hied! 

Away went the Quaker, — away went the Baker, 
Away went the Friar — that fine fat Qhost, 
Whose marrow Old Nick 
• Had intended to pick, 
Dress'd like a Woodcock, and served on toast! ^ 

— Away went the nice little Cardinal's Niece, — 

And the pretty OriseUetf — and the Dons from Spain— 

And the Corsair's Crew, 

And the coin-clipping Jew, — i 

And they scamper'd, like lamplighters, oyer the plain.— * • ' 

—Old Nick is a black-looking fellow at best, \ 

Ajf e'en when he 's pleased | but neyer before 
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Had he look'd so Wm^ 
As on Beemg lus sack 
Thiu cat into slits on the Bed-Sea shore. 

Ton may fancy his rage, and his deep despair, 
When he saw himself thus befool'd by one 
Whom, in anger wild. 
He profanely styled 
"A stupid, old, snuff-colour'd Son of a gonl" 

Then his sapper — so nice I — that had cost him such pains— 
— Such a hard day's work — now "all on the go!" 
— ^'Twas beyond a joke 
And enough to proyoke 
The mildest and best-temper'd Fiwd below I 

Nick snatch'd up one of those great, big stones. 
Found in such numbers on Egypt's plains. 
And he hurl'd it straight 
At the Saint's baM pate, 
To knock out " the gruel he call'd his brains." 

Straight at his pate he hurl'd the weight, 
The crushing weight of that great, big stone ; — 

But Saint Medard 

Was remarkably hard. 
And solid, about the parietal bone. 

And, though the whole weight of that great, big stone, 
Came straight on his pate, with a great, big thump, 
It fail'd to graze 
The skin, — or to raise 
On the tough epidermis a lump, or bump ! —» 

As the hail bounds off from the pent-house slope, ^ 
As the cannon recoils when it sends its shot, — 
As the finger and thumb 
df an old woman come 
From the kettle she handles, and finds too hot; — 
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— Or, as you may see, in the Fleet, or fhe Beneh,— 
— Ifany folks do in the course of their UTes,— 

The weU-etroek ImU 

Rebound from the wall, 
When the Oentleman jail-birds are playing at ^'fttea:** 

All these,—- and a thousand fine similes mot6,<— 
Sneh as all haye heard of, or seen, or read 

Recorded in print, * 

May gire yon a hint 
How the stone bonnced off from St Medard*s head I - 

— And it cnrl'd and it twirl'd and it whirfd in air. 
As this great, big stone at a tangent flew! 
^.Jnst missing his crown. 
It at last came down 
Plump npon Nick's Orthopedlcal shoe I 

Oh ! what a yell and a screech were there I — 
How did he hop, skip, bellow, and roar! 
— «CHi dear! oh dear!"— , 
Ton might hear him here. 
Though we 're such a way off from the Red-flea ihon I 

It smash'd his shin, and it smash'd his hoof^ 
Notwithstanding his stout Orthopedlcal shoe ; 
And this is the way 
That, from that same day, 
Old Niok became what the French call BaUmxl 

Quakers, and Bakers, Oriaetiet, and Friars 
And CardinaVs Nieces, — whereyer ye be, 

St Medard bless; 

You can scarcely do lees 
If you of your tarpt possess any etprU, — 

And, mind and take care, yourselyes, — and beware 
How you get in Nick's buffalo bag ! —if you do, 
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I Tory mucli doubt 
If you'll ever get out, 
Now sins are so many, and Saints so few ! ! 

MOBAL. 

Gentle Reader, attend 

To the Yoioe of a friend! 
And if eyer you go to Heme Bay or Southend, 
Or any gay wat'ring-place outside the Nore, 
Don't walk out at eye on the lone seanshore ! 
— Unless you 're too Saintly to care about Kick, 
And are sure that your head is sufficiently thick? 

Learn not to be greedy ! — and, when you've enough, 
Don't be anxious your bags any tighter to stuff — 
Becollect that good fortune too far you may push. 

And, <' A BI&D IN THE HAND IS WOBTH TWO IN THB BUSH I" 

Then turn not each thought to increasing your store, 
Nor look always like ** Oliver asking for more !" 

Ocurmandue is a vice' — a sad failing, at least; — 

So remember <* Enough is as good as a feast !" 

And don't set your heart on "stew'd," "fried," "boil'd," or 

"roast," 
Nor on deUcate " Woodcocks served up upon toast I" 

Don't give people nick-names ! — don't' even in fun, 

Call any one " snuff-colour'd son of a gitn !" 

Nor fancy, because a man wnu seems to lack, 

That, whenever you please, you can "give him the sack!" 

Last of all, as you'd thrive, and still sleep in whole bonei, 
Ir touy'b ant glass windows nxtxb thbow stoxbs ! ! I 
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{THIRD SERIES,) 



THE LORD OF THOULOUSE. 

A LEGEND Ol* LANGUSDOO. 

Tdattiafpeealma.— AMeiv JBsfol Cbv. OmL 

Gouht Raymond rolof in Langaedoe, 
O'e^the champidgn fair and iride, 
With town and stronghold many a one, 
Wash'd by the iraye of the blue Garonne, 
And from far Anyergne to Roosillon, 
And away to Narbonne, 
And the months of the Rhone; 
And his Lyonnois silks and his Narbonne honey, 
Bring in his lordship a great deal of money. 

A thousand lances, stout and trae. 
Attend Count Raymond's call; 
And Knights and Nobles, of high degree. 
From Guienne, Provence, and Burgundy, 
Before Count Raymond bend the knee. 
And Tail to him one and alL 

And Isabel of Arragon 

He weds, the Pride of Spain, 
Yon mi^t not find so rich a prize, 
A Daiae so « healthy, wealthy, and wise;" 

(260) 
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So pknu wiihal — with such beantiful eyes— 
So exactly the Venus de' Medicis' size — 
In all that wide domain. 

Then his cellar is stored 

As well as his board. 
With the choicest of all 2^ Belle France can afford ; 
Chambertiny OhlkteaTiz Margauz, La Rose, and Lafitte, 
With Moefs Ghampi^e, '<of the Ck>met year,'' *'neat ' 
As imported," — "line sparkling,*' — and not oyer sweet; 
While his Chaplain, good man, when called in to say grace, 
Would groan, and put on an elongated face 
At such turtle^ such tnrbot, John Dory, and plaice; 
Not without blushing, pronouncing a benison. 
Worthy old soul I on such very fat yenison. 

Sighing to think 

Such Tictuals and drink. 
Are i^recisely the traps by which Satan makes men his own, 

And grieving o'er scores 

Of huge barbecued Boars, 
Which he thinks should not darken a Christian man's doors, 
Thou|^ 'twas all rery well Pagan Poets should rate 'em 
As ** AmumI jpTopier eanvivia natum.** 

He was right, I must say. 

For at this time of day. 
When ire 're not so precise, whether cleric or lay. 
With respect to our food, as in time BOfoaH, 
We Btin find our Boars, whether grare ones or gay, 
AJUr <finner, at least, T«ry much in the way, 
(We spell the word now with an £, not an A ;) 
And as honest Phre Jaegue% was inclined to spare diet, he 
OaTe this adyice to all grades of society, 
'* Think less of pudding — and think more of piety.' 

As to his clothes, 
Oh! nobody knows 
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What lots the Coont h«d of cloaks, doublets, and Eoao^ 

Pantoufletf with bows 

Each as big as a rose. 
And Bach shirts with lace ruffles, such waistcoats and those 
Indescribable garments it is not thought right 
To do more than whisper to oreUki polite. 

Still in spite of his power, and in spite of his riches, 
In spite of his dinners, his dress, and his — which is 
The strangest <^ all things — in spite of his Wife, 
The Count led a rather hum-dmm sort of life. 
He grew tired, in faot, of mere eating and drinking. 
Grew tired of flirting, and ogling, and winking 

At nursery maids 

As they walk'd the Parades, 
The Crescents, the Squares, and the fine Colonnades, 
And the other gay places, which young ladies use 
As thor fromauuU through the good town of Thoulouse. 

He was tired of hawking, and fishing, and hunting. 
Of billiards, short-whist, chicken-hazard, and punting ; 

Of pot>plng at pheasants. 

Quails, woodcocks, and — peasants: 

Of smoking, and joking, 

And soaking, proToking 

Such headaches next day 

As his fine St. Peray, . * 

Though the best of all Bh<me wines can nerer repay. 
Till weary of war, women, roast-geese, and glory, 
inth no great desire to be << famous in story/^ 

AH the daylong. 

This was his song, 
<<0h, dear! what will become of us? 

Oh, dear! what shall we do? 
We shall die of blue derils if some of us 

Can't hit on something that's new!'' 
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Meanwhile kie tweet Goimtese, so pioius and goed, 

Snoli pomps and such Tanitifi stottttjr eschew'd. 

With aQ fermented liquors and high>sea8on*d food, 

Derill'd kidneys, and sweet^breads, and ducks and green peas ; 

Baked sockiag-pig, goose, and all Tiandvlike these, 

Hash'd oalfihhead included, no longer could please^ 

A curry was sure to elicit a breeze, 

80 was ale, or a glass of pori-wine after oheese» 

Indeed, any thing strong. 

As to tipple, was wrong ; 
She stack to ** fine Hyson," « Bohea," «nd « Souchong," , 

And similar imports direct from Hong-Kong. 
In Tain does the family Doctor exhort her 
To take with her chop one poor half-pint of porter; 

No ! — she alleges 

She's taken the pledges I 

Determined to ud 

In a gen'ral Crusade 
Against publicans, yintners, and all of that trade. 
And to bring in sherbet, ^ger-pop, lemonade, 
JP^gu suerSe, and drinkables mild and home-made ; 
So she claims her friends' efforts, and rows to dcTote all hers 
Solely to found «The Thoulousian Teetotallers.". 

Large sums she employs 

In dressing small boys 
In long duffle jackets, and short corduroys. 
And she boxes their ears when they make too much noise ; 
In short, she turns out a complete Lady Bountifol, 
lIBing with drugs and brown Holland the county ftiU. 

Now just at the time when our story commences. 

It seems that a case 

Past the common took place. 
To entiol on h#ir ladyship ftdrther expenses. 
In greeting with honour befitting his station 
The Prior of Aries, with a Temperance Legllion, 
n 
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Despatefa'd bj Pope TTrbsn, who oeitcd this oeeasion 
To aid in dihiting that part of the nation, 

An excellent man, 

One who stuck to his can 
Of ooM water *' without ** — and he 'd take such a lot of it ; 

Kone of your rips 

Tliat just moistens the lips ; 
At one single draught he 'd toss off a whole pot of it,-~ 

No such bad thing 

By the way, if they bring 
It you ieed as at Verrey's, or fresh from the spring, 
When the I>og Star compels folks in town to take wing, 
Thou|^ I own even then I should see no great sin in it, 
Were there three drops of Sir Felix's gin in it 

Wen, leaTing the lady to follow her pleasure. 

And finish the pump with the Prior at leisure^ 

Let 's go back to Raymond, stiU bored beyond mtMnire^ 

And harping away. 

On the same dismal, lay, 
*< Oh dear ! what will become of us f 
Oh dear! what can we dot 
We shall die of blue devils, if some of us 
Can't find out something that's new!" 
At length in despair of obtaining his ends 
9y Ms own mother wit, he takes courage and sends. 
Like a souible man as he is, for his friends, 
Kot his Lyndhursts or Eldons, or any such high sixs» 
Bat only a few of his « backstairs " adrisers; 

'<Come hither," says he, 

"My gallants so free, 
Mj bold Rigmarole, and my bra^e lUgmaree, 
And my grare Baron Proser, now listen to me ! 
Xra three ean't but see I'm half dead wi<b efmvt 

What's to be jdooe? 

I fAttt have seme tm, 
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And 1 wm too, tkat *8 flat—ay, as sure as a son. 
So find me oat * something new under the sun,' 
Or I'n knock your three jobbernowls aU into one!— 
You three 
. Agreel 
Gome, what shall it be ? 

Resolye me — propound in three skips of a flea!** 
BIgmarole gave a « Ha !'' Rigmaree gaye a « Hem !" 
They look'd at Count Raymond — Oouift Raymond at fhrna. 
As much as to say, " Have you nihU ad remf" 

At length Baron Proser 

Responded, "You know, rir, 
That question's some time been a regular poser: 

I>ear me I— let me see,— - 

In the way of a * spree' 

Something new?— Eh I— No!— Yes I M>/— 'tis xmQ|yM 

go, sir." 

Says the Count, «lU|marole, 

You're as jolly a soul. 
On the whole, as King Cok, with^his pipe and his bowl: 

Come, I'm sure you'll devise something novel %iid drolL" 

In vain— Rigmarole, with a look most profound. 
With his hand to his heart and his eye to the ground. 
Shakes his head as if nothing was there to be found. 

^I can oiQy remark. 

That as touching a <lsrk' 
I'm as much as your Highness can be, in th« dark; 
I can hit oBno novelty— none, on my life, 
Unless, peradventore, you 'd * tea' with your wife I" 

Quoth Raymond, « Enough I 

Nonsense!- humbug!— fudge! stuffl 

BigmaxDla, je«'re an ass,— you're a regular Muffi 
Drink tea with her ladyship ?— I ?— not a bit of it * 
Cafl you that ftrn? — faith, T can't see the wit of it; 

Mort de ma vie! 

My dear Rigmaree^ 
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You're tbe maok, sfler all, — eome, by waj of » foe, 

If you win bat be bright, from the simple degree 

Of a knight I 'U create you at onoe a Mar-quut 

Pat yoor coigaring ca][> on — consider and see, 

If yon can't beat that stupid old <Sumph' with his < tea !'" 

** That's the thing I that will dol 

Ay, many, that's new!" 
Cries Rigmaree, rubbing his hands, << that will please— 
My KC<n^'urm0 cap' — it's the thing; — it's <the cheeMl' 
It was only this morning I pick'd up the news ; 
Please your Highness, a Conjuror's come to Thoulouse; 

I'll defy you to name us 
. A man half so famous 
For derildoms, — Sir, it's the great Nostradamus! 
Cornelius Agrippa, 'tis said, went to school to him, 
OyngeU's an ass, and old Faustus a fool to him. 
Talk of Lilly, Albertus, Jack Dee ! —pooh ! all six 
He 'd soon put in a pretty ptjttieular fix ; 
Why he 'd beat at digesting a sword, or < Qun tricks' 
The great Northern Wizard himself aU to sticks I 

I slMiuld like to see you 

Try to tauter U coup 
With this diap at short whist, or unlimited loo. 
By the Pope you 'd soon find it a regular * Bo :' 
Why he does as he likes with the cardsy-^when he's got 'em. 
There 's always an Ace or a King at the bottom ; 
Then for casting NatiTities ! — only you look 
At the Yolnme he 's publish'd, — that wonderful book I 
In all France not another, to swear I dare Yenture, is 
like, by long chalks, his < Prophetical Centuries'^ 
Don't you remember how, early last summer, he 
Wam'd the late King 'gainst the Tournament mummery 7 
Didn't his Majesty call it aU flummery. 

Scorning 

The warning. 

And get the next morning 
His poke in the eye from that clumsy Montgomery? 
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Wliy he'll tell you, before 
Ton *re well inaide hie door, 
AH your Highness may wish to be up tOy and more I" 

"Br»ToI — capital! — oome, let's disguise eurselTes— <i«iekl 
— Fortune 's sent him on purpose here, just in the nick; 
Well see if old Hoeus win smell out the triek; 
Let 's start off at onee — Bigmaree, you 're a Bikk 1" 

The moon in genUe radiaace shone 

O'er lowly roof and lordly bower, 

O'er hakj pile and armed tower, 
And danoed iqpon the blue Garonne: 
Through all that silrer'd mtj fair. 
No sound distuxb'd the cahn, eool air, 

Saye the loTor's sigh alone t 
Or whjere, perchance, some slumberer's note 
Proclaim'd the depth of his repose^ 
ProToking from connubial toes 

A hint — or elbow-bone ; 
It might, with such trifling exceptions, be said, 
That IJ^oulouse was as still as if Thoulouse were dead. 
And her ** oldest inhabitant" buried in lead. 

But hark ! a sound inyades the ear. 

Of horses' hoofk adyandng nearl 

They gidn the bridge — they pass— they're here! 
Side by side 

Two strangers ride, • 

For the streets in Thoulouse are sufficiently wide. 
That is I'm assured they are — not haying tried. 

— See, now they stop 

Near an odd-looking shop, 
And they knock, and they ring, and they won't be denied. 

At length the command 
Of some unseen hand 
22* 
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ChAms, and bolts, and bars obey. 

And the thick-ribb'd oaken door, old and grey. 

In the pale moonlight giyes, slowlj, way. 

Thej leaTe their steeds to a page's care, 

Who comes monnted behind on a Flanders jnara, 

And they enter the house, that resolute pair, 

With a blundering st^, but a dare-deTil air, 

And ascend a long, darksome, and ricketj stair; 

While, arm'd with a lamp that just helps ycrai to see ' 

How uncommonly dark a place can be, 

The grimmest of lads with the grimmest of grins. 

Says, ** Gentlemen, please to take care of your shias I 

Who Tentures this road need be firm on his pins I 

Now turn to the left — now turn to the right — 

Now a step — now stoop — now again upright— 

Now turn once again, and directly before ye 

's the door of the great Doctor's Labora-tory." 

A word! a blow I 

And in they go I 
No time to prepare, or to get up a show, 
Tet eyerything there they find quite cmntne Ufaui ;— 
Such as queer-looking bottles and jars in a row, 
Betorts, crucibles, such as all conjurors stow 
In the rooms they inhabit, huge bellows to blow 
The fire burning blue with its sulphur and tow ; 
From the roof a huge crocodile hangs rather low. 
With a tail, such as that, which, we all of us know, 
Mr. Waterman managed to tie in a bow ; 
Pickled snakes, potted lizards, in bottles and basins 
lake those at Morel's, or at Fortnum and Mason's, 
AH articles found, you're aware without telling. 
In erery respectable cox^juror's dwelling. 

Looking solemn and wise. 
Without turning his eyes. 
Or betraying the slightest degree of surprise, 
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III the midsi sits the doctor — his hair is white, 
And his cheek is wan — but his glance is bright. 
And his long black roquelaore, not oTer-tight, 
Is marked with strange characters much, if not quite 
Like those on the bottles of green and blue light 
Which yon see in a chymist's shop-window at Bif^t 
His figore is taU and erect — rather spare abont 
Bibs, — and no wonder — such folks nerer eare abonl 

Eating or drinking, 

While reading and thinking. 
Don't fatten — his age might be sixty or thereabout 

Baising his eye so grave and so sage. 

From some maauseript work of a bygone age, 

The seer yery composedly tarns down the pa^s^ 

Then shading bis sight. 

With his hand from the light, 
Says, << Wen, Sirs, what would you at this time of nii^T 
What brings you abroad these lone chambers to tread. 
When aQ sober folks are at home and abedt" 

^TraT'lers we, 

In our degree. 
All strange sights we fain wonld see, 
And hither we come in company ; 
We haTt far to go, and we come firom far. 
Through Spain and Portingale, France and NaTanre ; 

We haye heard of your name. 

And your fSune, and our aim. 
Great Sir, is to witness, ere yet we depart 
From Thoulouse, — and to-morrow at coek-erow we start— 
Tour skill — we would fain cray^e a toudi of your artP 

** Now naye, now naye ^-no tray'lers ye ! 

Nobles ye be 

Of high degree! 
With half an eye that one may easily see, — 
Coimt Baymond, your servant I —Tours, Lord BiigmtntI . . , 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



260 A ItGiKD OF LAirctxooc. 

I niiist call 70a so now since you're made a Mar-ptit; 
Faithy dever bojs both, but you can't humbug me ! 

No matter for that! 

I see what you'd be at — 

Well — pray no delay, 
* For it's late, and ere day 

I myself must be hundreds of miles on my way ; 
80 taQ me at once what you want with me — say ! 

Shall I caU up the dead 

From their mouldering bed? — 
Shall I send you yourselyes down to Hades instead T^^ 
Sham summcm old Hftrry himself to thiaqpot 7" « 

— *<Teii thousand thanks. No I w« had mneh xafth«r not 

We reaUj'can't say 

That we're enrioiiB that way; 
But, in brief, if yoa'U pardgm the trouble we're living, 
We 'd auiah rather take » sly peep at the livingt 

Bigmaree, what say yoo, in 

This ease, as to viewing 
Oor spouses, and just ascertain what they're doing T" 
'* Just what pleases your Highness — I don't care » totit in 
The matter — but don't let old Nick and his erew in t" 
— *' Agreed ! — pray preceded then, mo«t sage Kostyadamus, 
And show us our wwa <— I dare swear they won't shaiaa us P 

A change comes o'er the wizard's face. 
And his solemn look by degrees giyes place 
To a half graye, half comical, kind of grimace. 
"For good or for ill, 
I work'^your will! 
Tours be the risk and mine the skill; 
Blame not my art if unpleasant the ^SSkl" 

He takes firom a shelf, and he pops on his head, 
A square sort of cap, black, and tum'd up with rec^ 
And tohn* set a ti^yQable more may he.said ; 
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He goes on to nmiter, 

And statter, and sputter 
Hard wotrda, euoli aa no men but wiiarda dare utter. 

« Dies mies ! — Hoeos poens^ 

Adflis Demon ! non est Jokna ! 

Hi Gocolorom — don't proroke uat — > 
Adesto ! 
Presto! 

Put forth your best toe !" 
And manj more words, to repeat whicb would oh<Ae ua, — 
Such a sniff then of brimstone 1 — it did not last kmg, 
Or they could not haye bome it, the smeU was io atrong. 

A mirror is near, 

So large and so clear, 
if you priced such a one in a drawing-room here, 
And was ask'd fifty pounds, you'd not say it was dear; 
But a mist gathered round at the words of the seer. 

Tin at length as the gloom 

Was submding, a room 
On its broad polish'd surface began to appear. 
And the Count and his comrade saw plainly before 'em. 
The room Lady Isabel called her ** Sanctorum " 

They start, well they might, 

With surprise at the sight. 
If ethinks I hear some lady say, « Serve 'em right t" 

For on one side the fire 

Is seated the Prior, 
At the opposite comer a fat little Friar; 
By the side of each gentleman, easy and firee, 
Sits a lady, as close as close well may be. 
She might almost as well have been perch'd on his knee. 

Dear me! dearme^ 

Why one 's Isabel — she 
On the opposite side's La Marqtdae Rignutree! — 

To judge from the sjucead 

On the board, you'd haye said 
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And now from long flasks with neeks eoTw'd with Itad, 

The J were keeping themidTee to chempegne, iHute aad ved. 

Hobbing and nobbing, 

And nodding and bobbing^ 

With many a sip 

Both l^m cap and from lip. 
And with many a toast followed np bj a '<Hip ! — 

Hip I —hip I —hnssay l" 

-^The County by the way, 
Thongh he sees all they 're doing, can't hear what tbif eajv 

Notwithstanding both he 

And Mar-qftU Bigmaree 
Are M> rex'd and excited at what they can m<^ 
That each nttors a sad word beginning with D. 

That word once spoke, 

The silence broke, 
In an instant the Tision is coTer'd with smoke! « 
Bat enongh has been seen. << Horse I horse I and away I" 
They haye, neither, the least inclination to stay. 
E'en to thank Nostradamus, or ask what 's to pay. — 

They rash down the stair, 

How, they know not, nor care, 
the next moment the Coant is astride on his bay, 
And my Lord Bigmaree on his mettlesome grey; 

They dasli throagh the town. 

Now up, and now down ; 
And the stones rattle onder their hoofs as they ride. 
As if poor Thoolouse were as mad as Cheapside ;* 

Throagh lane, alley, and street, 

Orer all that they meet ; 
The Coont leads the way on his coarser so fleets 

• « Tha ftooM did nttle undMrsMth, 
Am If Cbeapfide were mad." 
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Mj Lord Rigmtree dose panoing Ms bMi» 

With the page in the rear to preteet the retceat 

Where the hridge spans the riyer, so wide and so 4eep» 

!nieir headlong career o'er the canseway thej keep, 

Upsetting the watchman, two doge, and a sweep, 

AH the town population that was not aa le sp - 

Thsf^ al kagth reach the eastle, jnst wttside the town. 

Where — inpeaeeit was nsnal with Knights of reaowm*- 

!nie portcnllis was wp, and tiie drawbridge was down. 

They dadi bj the sentinels— <'lWmet H 3%oUni8er' 

Ey'ry soldier ( — thej then wore oook'd hats and long qnmn. 

Appendages banidi'd from modem reviews). 

His arquebus lowered, and bow'd te his shoes ; 

While Coont Baymond poshed on to his lady's loMbcr— he 

Bad made np his mind to make one at her #s«n^ 

He jvsh'd to that door, 

Where erer before. 
He had rapp*d with his knneklea, and « tirl'd at the piii»" 
Till he heard the soA sound of his Lady's Come inr 
But now, with a kick from his iron-heel'd booty 
Which, applied to a briok wall, at once had {(Otte throoi^ % 

He dash'd aptia the look; 

It gave way at the shockl 
(—Dear ladies, don't think In ncording the frict, 
That your bald's for <»e moment defoading the aet, 
No— it is not a gentleman's— »«me bat a kw bod^ 
ilTe-^oonld perform it) -^ and there he saw^NOBODY! ! 

Nobody!— Noli 

Oh, hoi— Oh, ho! 
There was not a taUe — there was not a ehair 
Of aQ that GomKt Saymond had ever seen tiiere 
(RMj'd matfeeii4sather bottoms well sfarffM with hswe haif)^ 

That was out of its plaeei-— 

There was not a traee 
Of a party— there was not a dish or a plats-* 
Ke ligl <^ ft table-cloth — nothing to prate 
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Of ft sapper, »fmf09utm, or idtting up late; 

There wm not a spark of fire left in the grate, 

It had all been poked out, and remained in that state. 

If there was not a fire, 

Still less was there friar, 
MarqmUf or long glasses, or Cotintess, or Prior, 
And the Cknmt, who rosh'd in open-mouth'd, was stmel: doag^ 
And eeold only ejaculate, ** Well I — this it ram I** 
He rang for the midds — had them Into the room 
"Vl^th the batler, the footman, the coachman, the groom. 
He examined them all rery strictlj-^tmt no I 
Notwithstanding he cross- and re-qnesticHi'd them so, 
'Twas in Tain — it was dearlj a case of <* No Go V* 

" Their Lady," they said, 

''Had gone early to bed. 
Having rather complained of a eoM in her head — * 
The stoat little Friar, as round as an apple, 
Had pass'd the whdle night in a yigil in chapel. 
While the Prior himself, as he'd osoally done. 
Had rang in the moniing, at half-after one, 
For his jog of cold .water and twopenny ban. 
And been Tisible, since they were brought Imn, to none. 

Bat," the serraats atett'd,. 

''From the soonds that were heard 
To proceed now and then from the father's mc«Kimi 

They thought he was. purging 

His sins wi& a scourging, 
ABd making good use of his knotted /nycUMm." 

For Madame Bigmaree, 

They fell testified, she ^ ' ' 

Bad goneiip to her bed-chamber soon after lefty 
Aad theyMfflty svppoeed thftt there still she mwl be, 

Which her spouse, the Mar^m$f 

Foond at once to agree 
With the rest of theb* tale, when he ran wp to tee. 
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AUbck for Count Baymond I he could not coneeiTo 
How the case reallj stood, or know what to belieye ; 
Nor oonld Bigmaree settle to laugh or to griere. 

There was clearly a hoax, 

But which of the folks 
Had managed to make them the butt of their jokes, 
y(\i% or wiiard, they both knew no more than Jack Nokes 

That glass of the wizard's 

Stuck much in their gizxards, 
His cap, and his queer cloak all X*s and Izzards ; 
Then they found, when they came to examine again, 
Some slight falling off in the stock of champagne, 
Small, but more than the butler could fairly explain. 
Howeyer, since nothing could make the truth known. 
Why, — they thought it was best to let matters alone. 

The Count in the garden 

Begg'd Isabel's pardon 
Next morning for waking her up in a fright, 
By t]ie racket he 'd kicked up at that time of night ; 
And gaye her his word he had ne'er misbehayed so, 
Had he not come home as ti)98y as Dayid's sow. 
Stin, to giye no occasion for family snarls. 
The firiar was pack'd back to his conyent at Aries, 

While as for the prior, 

At Baymond's desire, ' * 

The Pope raised his rey*rence a step or two higher, 
And maide him a bishop m partibut — where 
Hia see was I cannot exactly declare, 
Or describe his cathedral, not haying been there. 
But I dare say you'll all be prepared for the news. 
When I say 'twas a good many milfis from Thoulouse, 
Where the prelate, in order to set a good precedent, 
Was enjoin'd, as a tine qttd non, to be resident 

Tou will fancy with me, 

That Count Baymoud was free, 
Fcr the reat of his life, from his former tnnui; 

is 
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Still it iomehow oeontr'd that as often as he 
Ghaaoed to look in the face of my Lord Bigmaree^ 
There was something or other — a trifling degree 
Of oonstraint — or embarrassment — easy to see, 
And which seem*d to be shared by the noble Mat'qmtj 
While the ladies — the queerest of all things by half in 
My tale, never met from that hour without laughing. 



Moral. 

Good gentlemen all, who are subjects of Hymen, 
Don't make new acquaiatances rashly, but try men, 
Aroid above all things your cunning (that's sly) men I 

Don't go out o' nights 

To see conjuring sleights, 
Bat shun all such, people, delusion whose trade is ; ^ 
Be wise I — stay at home and take tea with the ladies. 

If you ehanee to be out, 

At a ''regular bout," 
And get too much of « Abbot's Pale Ale " or « Brown Stoat," 
Don't be cross when you come home at night to yoar spouse. 
Nor be noisy, nor kick up^a dust in the house ! 

Be careful yourself, and admonish your sons, 
To beware of all folks who lore twopenny buns I 
And don't introduce to your wife or your daughter, 
A deek, meek, weak gent— who subsistB on cold water I 
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The main incident recorded in the following excerpfa 
from our family papers has hnt.too solid a foundation. 
The portrait of Roger Ingoldsbj is not among those in 
the gallerj; but I have some recollection of having seen, 
when a boj, a picture answering the description here 
given of him; much injured, and lying without a frame 
in one of the attics. 

THE WEDDING-DAY; 
OR, THE BUCCANEER»S CURSE, 

A FAMILY LEQEin). 

It has a jocund sound, 
That gleeful marriage chime, 
As from the old and iyied tower. 
It peals, at the early matin hour, 
Its merry, merry round ; 
And the Spring is in its prime. 

And the song-bird, on the spray. 
Trills from his throat, in yaried note, 
An emulatiYe lay — 
It has a joyous sound ! I 
And the Vicar is there with his wig and his book. 
And the Clerk, with his grave, ^«»t-sanctified look. 
And there stand the Tillage maids, all with their posies, 
Their lilies, and daffy-down-^lillies, and roses, 
Dight in white, 
A comely sight. 
Fringing the path to the left and the right ;. 
— Fron^ Qur nursery days we all of us know 
Ne'er doth " Our Ladye's garden grow" 
So fair for a « Grand Horticultural Show" 
As when bordered with << pretty maids all on a row." 
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And the nrohins are there, escaped from the ni\ 
Of that ''Limbo of Infants/' the National Schot 

Whooping, and .bawling. 

And sqnalling, and calling. 

And crawling, and creeping. 

And jumping, and leaping, 
Bo-peeping 'midst << many a monld'iing heap** in 
Whose bosom their own "rode forefathers" are sleeping; 
— Toung rascals! — instead of lamenting and weeping. 

Laughing and gay, 

A gorgt deploy it '^ 
Only now and then pausing — and checking their play. 
To <* wonder what 'tis makes the gentlefolks stay," 

Ah, well a-dayl 

Little deem they, 
Poor ignorant dears ! the bells, ringing away. 

Are anything else 

Than mere parish bells. 
Or that each of them, should we go into its history, 
Is but a " Symbol" of some deeper mystery — 

That the clappers and ropes 

Are mere practical tropes 
Of <* trumpets" and ''tongues," and of "preachers," and popes. 
Unless Clement the Fourth's worthy Chaplain, Durandj err, 
See the ^^ Rationale," of that goosey-gander. 

Gently! gently, Miss Muse! 

Mind your P's and your Q's! 
Don't be malapert — laugh, Miss, but never abuse! 
Calling names, whether done to attack or to back a schism. 
Is, Miss, belieye me, a great piece of jack-ass-ism. 

And as, on the whole, 

You're a good-natured soul, 

7ou must never enact such a pitifqj r6le. 
No, no, Miss, pull up, and go back to your boys 
In the churchyard, who 're making this hubbub and noise— 
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Bat hush I tliere's an end to their romping and mnmining. 
For voices are heard — here's the company coming I 

And see, — the ayenue gat|| nnfold, 
And forth they pace, that bridal train, 
The graye, the gay, the young, the old, 
They cross the green and grassy lane, 
Bridesman, Bridesmaid, Bridegroom, Bride, 
Two by two, and side by side. 
Uncles, and aunts, friends tried and proved. 
And cousins, a great many times removed. 
A fairer or a gentler she, 
A loYelier maid, in her degree, 
Man's eye might never hope to see, 
Than darling, bonnie Maud Ingoldsby, 
The flow*r of that goodly company ; 
While whisp'ring low, with bated voice. 
Close by her side, her heart's dear choice. 
Walks Fredville's hope, young Yalentiiie Boys 
— But where, oh where, — 
Is Ingoldsby's heir? 
Little Jack Ingoldsby ? — w^iere, oh where T 
Why he 's here, — and he 's there. 
And he 's every where — 
He's there, and he's here; 
In the front — in the rear,— 
Now this side, now that side, — now far, and now near*— 
The Puck of the party, the darling "pet" boy. 
Full of mischief, and fun, and good-humour and joy; 
With his laughing blue eye, and his cheek like a rose. 
And his long curly locks, and his little snub nose ; 
In his tunic, and trousers, and cap — there he goes I 
Now pinching the bridesmen, — now teazing his sister. 
And telUag the bridesmaids how "Valentine kiss'd her;" 
The torment, the plague, the delight of them all, 
8«e, he's into the churchyard ! — he 's over the wall -— 

as* 
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OambolHng, frolicking, capering away, 
He's the first in the church, be the second who may! 
* * * * * 

'Tis o'er ; — the holy rit^s done, 
The rite that "incorporates two in one," 
— ^And now for the feasting, and frolic, and fan ! 
Spare we to tell of the smiling and sighing, 
The shaking of hands, the embracing, and crying. 
The " toot — toot — toot" 
Of the tabonr and flute, 
Of the white>wigg'd Vicar*s prolong'd salute. 
Or of how the blithe "College ToutKs" — rather old stagers 
Accustomed, for years, to pull bell-ropes for wagers — 
Rang, faster than ever, their " triple-bob-MAJoss ;" 
(So loud as to charm ye. 
At once and alarm ye; 
'^*' Symbolic" of course, of that rank in the army.) 

.Spare we to tell of the fees and the dues 
To the " little old woman that open'd the pews,'' 
Of the largesse bestow'd on the Sexton and Clerk, 
Of the four-year-old sheep roasted whole in the park ; 

Of the laughing and joking. 

The quaffing, and smoking. 
And chaffing, and broaching — that is to say, poking 
A hole in a mighty magnificent tub 
Of what men, in our hemisphere, term " Humming Bub." 
But which gods, — who, it seems, use a different liiigo 
From mortals, — are wont to denominate " Stingo." 

Spare we to tell of the horse-collar grinning; 

The cheese ! the reward of the ugly one winning ; 

Of the young ladies racing for Dutch body-linen, — 

—The soapy-taird sow, — a rich prize when you're caught 

her,— 
Of Uttle boys bobbing for pippins in water ; 
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The smacks and the whacks, 

And the jumpers in sacks, 
These down on their noses and those on their backs ; ^- 
Nor skills it to speak of those dariing old ditties, 
Sung rarely in hamlets now — nerer in cities, 
The ** Kmff and the MOler,** the « Bold Jtobm Hood," 
*< Chevp Chate," << GUderoy," and the '*Babet m the WoodIP 

— ^Tou'Il say that my taste 

Is sadly misplaced. 
But I can't help confessing these simple old tunes, 
The **Atild Robin Orayt,'* and the "Aileen Aroone,'* 
The " Oramaehree MoUye,'' and ** Sweet Btmny Jhone** 

Are dearer to me, 

In a tenfold degree. 
Than a fine femUuia from, over the sea ; 
And, for sweetness, compared with a Beethoren fugae, are 
As <<best>refined loaf," to the coarsest "brown sugar;"* 
— Alack, for the Bard's want of science! to which he owei 
All this misliking of foreign eaprieioef-^ 

Not that he'd say 

One word, by the way, 
To disparage our new Idol, Monsieur Duprex — 
But he grudges, he owns, his departed half-guinea, 
Each Saturday night when, dcYonr'd by chagrin, he 
Sits listening to singers whogje names end in inL 

But enough of the rustics — let 's leave them pursuing 
.Their out-of-door gambols, and just take a view in 
The inside the hall, and see what they are doing ; 
And first there's fhe Squire, 
The hale, hearty sire 
Of the bride, — with his coat-tails subducted and higher, 
A thought, than they're commonly wont to aspire ; 
His bac^and his buckskins exposed to the fire; — 

*Ad Amieim, S$rvientem ad legem -> 

This rhyme, it, when Bcaun'd by yottr eritlcal ear it 
Is not qtaU legitimate, eomes pretty Be»r it — T. I. 
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— Bright, bright are his buttons, — and bright is the hue 

Of his squarely-cut coat of fine Saxony bhie ; 

And bright the shalloon of his little quill'd queue; 

—White, white as "Toung England's," the dimity Test 

Which descends like an avaknUke o'er his broad breast, 

Till its further progression is put in arrest 

By the portly projection that springs firom his chest, 

Orerhanging the garment — that can't be exprest; 

— ^White, white are his locks, — which, had Nature fair play. 

Had appear'd a clear brown, slightly sprinkled with gr^; 

But they 're white as the peaks of Plinlimmon to-day, 

Or Ben Neris, his pate is si bimpottdrSI 

Bright, bright are the boots that enyelope his heels, 

— Bright, bright Is the gold chain suspending his seals, 

And still brighter yet may the gazer descry 

The tear-drop that spangles the fond father's eye 

As it lights on the bride— 

His beloYed one — the pride 
And delight of his heart, — serer'd now from his side ; -— 

But brighter than all. 

Arresting its fall, 
Is the smile, that rebukes it for spangling at all, 
— A clear case, in short, of what old poets tell, as 
Blind Homer for instance, cv itutfrni ycXo;. 

Then, there are the Bride and the Bridegroom, withdrawn 
To the deep Gothic window that looks on the lawn. 
Ensconced on a squab of maroon-colour'd leather. 
And talking — and thinking , no doubt — of the weather. 

But here comes the party — Room ! room for the guests I 
In their Pompadour coats, and laced ruffles, and vests, 

— First, Sir Charles Grandison 

Baronet, and his son, ^ 

Charles, — ^the mamma does not venture to <<8how"— • 

— Miss Byron, you know. 

She was call'd long ago-^ 
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For that lady, 'twas taidj had been playing the d— 1, 

Last season, in town, with her old bean, Sqnire Greyille, 

Which very much shocked, and chagrined, as may well be 

Supposed, " Doctor Bartlett," and " Good Uncle Selby.*' 

— Sir Charles, of course, could not ^ye GreTille his gmel, in 

Order to prpye his abhorrence of duelling, 

Nor try for, deterr'd by the serious expense, a 

Complete separation a ihoro et merudf 

So iTe "kept a calm sough," and, when ask'd to a parfy,' 

A dance, or a dinner, or tea and Searii, 

He went with his son, and said, looking demurely, 

He 'd <* left her at home, as she found herself poorly." 

Two foreigners near, 

*<0f distinction," appear; 
A pair more illustriouet you ne'er lieard of, or saw, 
Count Ferdinand Fathom, — Count Thaddeus of Warsaw, 
All coyer'd with glittering hijouiene and hair — Poles, 
Whom Lord Dudley Stuart calls << Patriot,"^Hook « Bare Poles ;** 
Such rings, and such brooches, such studs, and such pins I 

'Twere hard to say which 

Were more gorgeous and rich. 
Or more truly Mosaic, their chains or their chins ! 
Next Sir Roger de Coyerley, — Mr. Will Ramble, 
With Dame Lismahago, (nU Tabitha Bramble), — 
Mr. Random and Spouse, — Mrs. Pamela Booby, 
(Whose nose was acquiring a tinge of the ruby, 
. And "people did tay*^ — but no matter for that,.,. 
Folks were not then enlightened by good Father Mat.) — 
— Three !riends fron^^the Colonies" near them were seen, 
The Great Massachusetts man. General Muff Green, — 
Mr. Jonathan W. Doubikins, — men 
« Lofluential tome^*^ — and their " smart " Uncle Ben ; «<> 
Bey. Abraham Adams (preferred to a stall), — 
— Mr. Jones and his lady, from All worthy Hall ; 

— Our friend Tom, by the way. 

Had tum'd out rather gay 
For a manied man— certainly "people did toy,** 
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He was shrewdly suspected of using his wife ill, 
And being as sly as his half-brother BlifiL — 
(Miss Seagrim, 'tis well known, was now in high feather, 
And <* people did tay^" they'd been seen out together, — 
A fact, the ** Boy Jones,'' who, in our days, with malice 
Aforethought, so often got into the Palace, • 
Would seem to confirm, as 'tis whisper'd he owns, he's 
The son of a natural son of Tom Jones's.) 
Lady BeOaston (m«fii. she had not been iuTited!) • 

Sir Peregrine Pickle, now recently knighted, — 
All joyous, all happy, all looking delighted I 
«— It would bore you to death should I pause to describe. 
Or enumerate half of the elegant tribe 

Who fiU'd the back-ground. 

And among whom were found 
The ^UU of the old country families round, 
Such as Honeywood, Oxenden, Enatchbull, and Norton, 
Matthew Robinson,* too, with his beard from Monk's Horton. 
The Ffggs. and Finch-Hattons, Tokes, Derings, and Deedses, 
And Fairfax, (who then called the castle of Leeds his ;) 

Esquires, Knights, and Lords, 

Li bag-wigs and swords ; 

And the troops, and the groups 

Of fine Ladies in hoops ; 
J!he pompoontf the toupieSf and the diamonds and feathers 

The flower'd-silk taequet 

Which they wore on th^ backs,— 
— How? — saequea Kndpompoons, with the Squire's boots and 
leathers ? — 

Stay ! stay ! — I suspect. 

Here 's a trifling neglect 

• A worthy and eoeentrie country gentleman, afterwards the second Lord 
Bokeby, being bonsin (** a great many times remoyed ") and snocessor in the 
harony to Richard, ArchUsfaop of Armagh, who first bore that tItiA/— Ss 
htard was truly patriarohaL — Mr. MuntH's — podi !-> 
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On your part, Madame Muse — thoagh you're commonly 

aceorate, 
As to costume, as brown Quaker, or black Curate, 

For once, I confess, 

Here you're out as to dress; 
Tou've been fairly caught" napping, which giyes me distress. 
For I can't but acknowledge it is not the thing. 
Sir Roger de Coverley's laced suit to bring 
Into contact with square-cut coats, — such* as George Byng 
And poor dear Sir Erancis appeared in, last spring. — 
So, haying for once been compelled to acknowledge, I 
'ye made a small hole in our mutual chronology, 
Canter on, Miss, without farther apology, — 

Only don't make 

Such another mistake, 
Or you'll get in a scrape, of which I shall partake ; — 
Enough ! — you are sorry for what you haye done. 
So dry your eyes, Miss, blow your nose, and go on ! 

Wen-T- the party are met, all radiant uid gay. 

And how ey'ry person is dress'd — we won't say ; 

Suffice it, they all come glad homage to pay 

To our dear "bonnie Maud," on her own wedding-day. 

To dance at her bridal, and help " throw the stocking," 

— ^A practice that's now discontinued as shocking. . 

There 's a breakfast, they know— 

There always is so 
On occasions like these, wheresoeyer you go. 
Of course thm are ^lots" of beef, potted and hung, 
Prawns, lobstean, cold fowl, and cold ham, and cold tongue 
Hot tea, and ho^ coffee, hot rolls, and hot toast. 
Cold pigeon-pie (rook T), and cold boil'd and cold roast, 
Scotch marmalade, Jellies, cold cream, colder ices — 
Blancmange, which young ladies say, so yery nice is, — 
Bock-melons in thick, pines in much thinner slices, — 
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Ghtr, potted with clarified batter aod spioes, 

Renewing an appetite long past its crisis — 

Befined barleynragar, in Tarioos deyices. 

8aoh as bridges, and baskets, and temples, and grottoes — 

And nasty French Incifer snappers with mottoes. 

— In short, aU tiiose gimcracks together were met 

Which people of fashion tell Onnter to get 

When they give a grand dijed^ner d la fourekttte^^ 

(A phraso which, though French, in onr language still lingers^ 

Intending a breakfast with forks and not fingers.) 

And see t what a mountainous bride-cake ! — a' thing 

By itself — with small pieces to pass through the ring! 

Now as to the wines I — "Ay, the wine T" cries the Squire, 
Letting fall both his coat-tails— which nearly take fire, — 

Rubbing his hands. 

He calls out, as he stands, 
To the sening-men waiting <<hi8 Honour's" commands, 
" The wine I — to be sure — here you, Harry ^- Bob — Dick — 
«The wine, don't you heart — bring us lights — come, be 

quick 1 — 
And a crow-bar to knock down the mortar and brick — 

Say what they may 

'Fore George we 'U make way 
Into old Roger Ingoldsby's cellar to-day ; 
And let loose his captiyes, imprison'd so long. 
His flasks, and his casks, that he briek'd up so strong!" — 
— '<0h dear I oh dear! Squire Ingoldsby, bethink you what 

you do !" 
Exclaims old Mrs. Botherby,*-* she is in tuck a stew I— 
« Oh dear! oh dear I what do I hear? — fiill oft you've heard 

me tell 
Of the curse <Y^d Roger' left upon whoe'er should break hit 
ceUI 

• OrMti^mdmaoima, \fj the fiithoe^d aUe, to the OBOdlent lady Of the SUB* 
■aae who jrt « kMpf Um k«7i ** at XtfviBfftett. 
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** Fan fire-and-tiroiity years are gone since Boger went ftiray. 
As I bethink me, too, it was upon tiiis very day I 
And I was tlien a comely dame, and you, a springkld gay. 
Were up and doim to London town, at oporat ball» and play; 
Your locks were nut-brown then, Squire — you grow a littk 
grey I— 

***'WM Roger,' so we oaU'd him then, yow gEsadsire'i 
youngest son. 

He was, in truth, 
A wayward youth. 
We feared him, eyery one. 
In eVry thing he had his will, he would be stay*d by none. 
And when he did a naughty thing, he laugh'd and caU'd it fun I 
—One day his father chid him sore — I know not what he 'd 
done. 

But he scom'd reproof; 
And from this roof 
Away that night he run I 

** Seren yttm were g(me and oyer — * Wild Roger ' came again. 
Be spoke of forays and of frays upon the Spanish Main ; 
And he had store of gold galore, and silks, and satins fine. 
And flasks, and casks of Malyoisie, and precious Gascon wine I 
Rich booties he had brought, he said, across the weetenn waye, 
And came, in penitence and shame, now .of his sire to crave 
Forgiyeness and a welcome home — his sire was in his graye t 

<<Toinr Father was a kindly man — he play'd a brothers part, 
He press'd his brother to Ms breast — he had a kindly hearty 
Fain would he haye him tarry here, their common hearth to 

share, 
But Roger was tiie same man still, — he scom'd his brother's 

pray'r! 
He eall'd his erew,— away he flow, and <m tiioee foreign Aarm 

2i 
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Qot Idfl'd in 8ome outlandish place — ^they call it the Eyeflorei;* 

Bat ere he went, 

And quitted Kent, 

—I well recall the day, — 
His flasks and casks of Gascon wine he safely ' stow'd away ;' 
Within the cellar's deepest nook, he safely stow'd them all. 
And Mason Jones brought bricks and stones, and they built up 
thewaU. 

«<OhI then it was a feaiAil thing to hear *Wild Boger^s' ban! 
Good gmoioua me t I neVer heard the like from mortal man, 
'Here's that,' quoth he, * shall serre me weD, when I retun at 

iMt, 
A bfttter'd hulk, to quaff and laugh at toils and dangers past; 
Accurst be lie, whoe'er he be, lays hand on gear of mine. 
Tin I eome back again from sea, to broach my Gascon wine V 
And more he said, which fill'd with dread all those who listen'd 

there; 
In sooth my Tery blood ran cold, it lifted up my hur 
With Tery fear, to stand and hear <Wild B^ger' curse and 

swear It 
He saw my fright, as well he might, but still he made his game, 
He cafl'd me 'Mother Bounce-about,' my Gracious, what a 

Nay, more 'an old'— some 'boa^woman,' — I may not say for 

shamet — 
Then, gentle Bfaster, pause awhile, giTC heed to what I tell. 
Nor break, on such aday as this, 'Wild Boger's' secret ceHl" 

'* Pooh ! pooh !" quoth the Squire, 

As he moTed from the firei. 
And bade the old Housekeeper quickly retire, 

«Pooh ! — never tell me ! 

Nonsense — fiddle-de-dee I 
What T —wait Uncle Boger's retom back from sea T — 

« AaoTCtr— Mn. BDth«iliy'i orthography, like that of her dlrtingolshcd 
eontesuponry Baion Dnberly, wm " a little looee." 
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Why he may, as you «ay, 

Haye been somewhat too gay, 
And, no donbt, was a broth of a boy in his way; 
But what's that to us, now, at this time of day? 

What, -if some quarrel 

With Bering or Darrell — 
— I hardly know which, but I think it was Dering,— 
Sent him back in a huff to his old priyateering, 
Or what his unfriends chose to call Buccaneering, 
It*s twenty years since, as we yery well know, 
He was knock'd on the head in a skirmish, and so 
Why rake up < auld warld' tales of deeds long ago !— 
— Foul befall him who would touch the deposit 
Of liying man, whether in cellar or closet 1 

But since, as I Ve said, 

Knock'd on the head. 
Uncle Roger )ias now been some twenty years dead. 

As for his wine, 

I *m his heir, and it's mine! 
And I 'd long ago work'd it well, but that I tarried 

For this yery day — 

And I'm sure you '11 all say 
I was right — when my own darling Maud should get married! 
So lights and a crow-bar ! — the only thing lies 
On my conscience, at all, with respect to this prize. 
Is some little compunction anent the Excise — 

Come — you, Master Jack, 

Be the first, and bring back 
Whate'er comes to hand — Claret, Burgundy, Sack— 
Head the party, and mind that you're back in a crack!" 

Away go the clan. 

With cup and with can,. 
Little Jack Ingoldsby leading the ran ; 
little reck they of the Buccaneer's ban, 
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Hope whispers, <<Perchanoe we'll fall in with stromg beer too 

here I" 
Blest thought! whieh sets them all grinmng from ear to e«rl 

Through cellar one, through oeUars two. 
Through cellars three they passMl 
. And their wa^ they took 

To the farthest nook 
Of cellar four-;- the last! — 
Blithe and gay, they batter away, 
On this wedding-day of Maud's, ' 
With all their might, to bring to light, 
«Wild Roger's" "Custom-house frauds!" 

And though stone and brick 

Be neyer so thick. 
When stoutly assail'd, they are no bar 

To the powerful charm 

Of a Yeoman's arm 
When wielding a decentish crow-bar! 
Down comes brick, and down comes st<me, 

One by one — 

The job 's half done ! — 
< ' Where is he ? — now come — where 's Master John T"-^ 
— There 's a breach in the wall three feet by two, 
And little Jack Ingoldsby soon pops through ! 

Hark!— what sound's that? — a sob? — a n|^?— 
The choking gasp of a stifled cryT— 

«_Whatoanitbe? — . 

Let 's see ! — let 's see ! 
It can't be little Jack Ingoldsby 

The candle — quick !" 

Through stone and through brick. 
They p<Ae in the light on a long split stick ; 
But ere he who holds it can wave it about, 
He gasps, and he sneezes — the Lianr ooss out! ' 
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Tet were there those, in after dajs, 
Who said that pale light's flickering blase, 
For a moment, gleamed on a dark Form there, 
Seem'd as bodied of fool black air I— 
— In Mariner^s dress, — with cutlass braced 
By backle and broad black belt, to its waist,—- 
— On a cock'd-hat, laced 
With gold, and placed 
'^ With a de$ag%j deyil-maj-care, kind of taste, 

O'er a halaJrS brow by a scar defaced t — 
That Form, they said, so fool and so black, 
GrinnM as it pointed at poor little Jack. — 
— I know not, I, how the trath may be, 
But the pent-up yapour, at length s^ firee, ' 
Set them all sneezing. 
And coughing, and wheeling. 
As, working its way 
To the regions of da^, 
^ * It, at last, let a purer and healthier breeie in 
I Of their senses bereft. 

To the right and the left. 
Those yarlets so lately courageous and stout. 
There they !ay kicking and sprawling about, 
like Billingsgate fresh fish, unconscious of ice, 
Or those which, the newspapers giye us adyice, 
Mr. Taylor, of Lombard-street, sells at half-price ; 
— Nearer the door, some half-dozen, or more I 
Scramble away 
To the rez de ehauat^ 
(As our Frenchified friend always calls his ground-floor,) 
And they call, and they bawl, and they bellow and roar 
[ For lights, yinegar, brandy, and fifty things more. 

At length, after no little clamour and din, 
^ The foul air let out and the fresh air let in, 

' They drag one and all 
' Up into the hall, 

24* 
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Where a medical Quaker, the great Dr. Iietteon, 
Who's one of the party, ** bleeds, physioks, and iweati ^Hk** 
AUf — aU^sayeOne— 
— " But He 1— my Son ?— 
M weifiil Heaten I— where — moMM u Jonr f 

« • « * • 

Within that oell, so dark and deep 

lies One, as in a tranquil sleep, 

A sight to make the stemeet ireep I— 

— ^That little heart is pulseless now. 

And cold that fair and open hrow. 

And dosed that eye that beam'd with joy 

And hope— "Oh, OodI my Boy I^my BoyP 

Enough 1«- 1 may not, — dare no^— • show 

The wretched Fathor's frantic wee, 

The Mother's tearless, speechless— No I I 

I may not such a theme essays ^ 

Too bitter thoughts crowd in, and stay 

My pen — sad memory will haye way I • 

Enough ! — at once I close the lay. 

Of fair Maud's ffttal Wedding-day I ' 

It has a moumAil sound. 

That single, solemn BeU 1 
As to the hills and woods anmndy 

It iUagi its deep-toned kneD 1 
That measured toD I— alone — apart. 
It strikes upon the human heart I 
— It has a moumftil sound! 

MOBAL. 

Gome, come, Mrs. Muse, we can't part in this way, 
Or you 11 leaye me as dull as ditch-water all day. 
Tiy and squeeze out a Moral or two fh>m your lay 
Aad let us part cheerftdi at least if not gay I 
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Not to look up your wine, or malt-liquor, too long t 

Though Port should haye age, 

Tet I don't think it sage 
To entomb it, as some of your eonnoiaseurs do^ 
Till it's losing in flayour, and body, and hnei 
— I question if keeping it does it much good 
After ten years in bottle and three in the wood. 

If any young man, though a snnbb'd ytnmger brother, 
When told of his faults by his father and mother, 
Buns restiye, an<i goes off to sea in a huif, 
Depeod on 't, my friends, that yMwg maa is a Muff! 

Next — ill-gotten gaina 

Are not worth the painsl^ 
They prosper with no one !->so whether oherooti, 
Or Hayannah cigars, — or French gloyee, or Frencll bo«ti^- 
Whateyer you want, pay the duty 1 nor when yoa 
Bay any such articles, cheat the reyenue ! 

And "now to conclude,"^ 

For it's high time I should,.- 
When you do rejoice, mind,— whatsoeyer yon do, 
That the hearts of the lowly r^oiee with you teo I^ 

Bon't grudge them their jigs. 

And their frolics and "rigs," 
And don't interfere with their BOiq»y-iail'd pigs : 
Nor " because thou art yiftuous," rail, and exhale 
An anathema, lureathing of yengeance and wail. 
Upon eyery complexion less pale €ian sea^kale I 
Nor dismiss the poor man to his piu^p and his p^fl, 
With "Drink M«>«/^we']l haye hweeforth no more 
andalelP* 
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THE BLASPHEMER'S WARNING. 
A IiAT or ST. BOMWOLD. 



Mw BHtea fiUut pepoit » 
CuiqM iBlbMMtM fUaitt, flilte dai* rM% « 
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iBflHM MUMonMBiia • WMwIm aiMidoto ««^ ft ab BdwaU» < 
fWMignaculnM M0I •! momwoUoa TOovrL —Nor Lkhra. Avo. m TnA 
Son XoirauH. 




Ih K«Dt, we ftr« toM, 

There was seated of old, 
A kMMtoome joong gentlemaii, oomrteoiifl and bold. 
He'd aa oaken atrong-boz, well repleniBh'd with gold. 
With broad lands, pasture, arable, woodland, and wold, 
Kot an acre of which had been mortgaged or sold; 
He'd a Flesannoe and Hall pasnng &ir to bdioU, 
He had beeves in the bjre, he had flocks in the fold, . 
And was somewhere abont fiTO-and-^enty yean old. 

His flgore and face. 

For beantj and grace. 
To the best in the connij had scom'd to gire plaee. 

Small marrel then. 

If, of wMaen and men 
Whom he chanced to foregather with, nine ont of ten 
Bzprees'd themsdres chimn'd with £Br Alnred Denne. 

From my earliest yonth, 

I 'ye been tanght, as a truth, 
A ma^m which most will consider as sooth, 
Thoni^ a few, peradyentore, may tlunk it nncouth ; 

(284) 
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Th«re are three social duties, the whole of the swarm 
In this great human hive of ours, ought to perform, 
And that -too as soon as conyeniently may be ; •« 

The first of the three — 

Is, the planting a Tree ! 
The next, the producing a Book — then, a Baby! 
(For my part, dear Reader, without any jesting, I 
So far at least, have accomplish'd my destiny.) 

From the foremost, i,e. 

The « planting the Tree," 
The Knight may, perchance, have conceived himself free, 
Inasmuch as that, which way soever he looks 
Over park, mead, or upland, by streamlets and brooks. 
His fine beeches and ehus shelter thousands of rooks ; 

In twelre eighty-two, 

There would also accrue 
Much latitude as to the article, Books 
But, if those we Ve disposed of, and need not recaS, 
Blight, as duties, appear in comparison small. 
One remain'd, there was no getting oyer at all, 
— The proyiding a male Heir for Bonnington Hall ; 
Which, doubtless, induced the good Knight to decide, 
As a matter of conscience, on taking a Bride. 

It's a yery fine thing, and delightful to see 
Inclination and duty unite and agree, 

Because it's a case 

That so rarely takes place; 
In the instance before us then Alured Denne 
Might well be esteem'd the most lucky of men. 

Inasmuch as hard by. 

Indeed so yery nigh, 
That her chimneys, from his, you might almost descry, 
Dwelt a Lady at whom he'd long cast a sheep's eye, 
One whose character scandal itself could defy. 
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While her cbftrme and accomplishments rank*d yery high, 

And who would not deny 

A propitious reply, 
Bat reflect hack his blushes, and give sigh for sigh. 
(A Hne that's not mine, bat Tom Moore's, by the by.) 

There was many a gay and trim bachebr near, 
Who felt sick at heart when the news met his ear. 
That fair Edith Ingoldsby, she whom they all 
The ** Bosebad of Tappington " ceased not to call, 

Was going to say, 

** Honour, loye, and obey" 
To Sir Ahired Denne, Knight, of Bonnington Hall, 
That all other soitors were left in the larch, 
And the parties had eren been « oat-asked '^ in diorch. 

For eyery one says 

In those primitiTe days. 
And I most own I think it redounds to their praise. 
None drean^'d of transferring a daughter or niece 
As a bride, by an ''oastamp'd agreement," or lease, 
'Fore a Begister's Clerk, or a Justice of Peace, 

While young hMBes had fain 

Sini^e women remain. 
And unwedded maids to the last "crack of doom" stick, 
Ere marry, by taking a jump o'er a broomstick. 

So our bride and bridegroom agreed to appear 

At holy St Romwold's, a Priory near. 

Which a long while before, I can't say in what year. 

Their forebears had join'd with the neighbours to rear. 

And endoVd, some with bucks, some with beef, Bcmt with 



To comfort the friars, and make them good cheer. 

Adorning the building, 

With earring and gilding. 
And stcme altars, fix'd to the dhantriea and fill'd In; 
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(PapiBtk in MbstaiiM asd fomi, on tldfl and Mont 
With Judge Herbert Jenner Fast justly ftt diMOUiti 
See CmitbrHffi$ SeeUtat Camdmieruii 
V . JpUMlktuTf (tti* jffun* t/iniiftfrtt JMMWy 
With « Judgment rerersed, costs of snit, vad expe ns es;") 
M raised to St Bomwold, with some reason, styled 
Bj Duke Humphrey's confessor,* a Wonderful Child," 
For ne*er yet was Saint, except him, npon earth 
Who made «his profession of faith" at his birth^ 
And when scarce a foot high, or six inches in ^rth, 
Omyerted his ** ICa," and contrired to smend a 
Sad hole in the creed of his grandsire. King Penda. 

Of course to the shrine 

Of so young a diiine 
Flowed much holy water, and some little wine, 
And when any young folks did to marriage incfine. 
The good friers were much in request, and not one 
Was more *' sought unto " than the Sub-priw, Mess John ; 

To him, there and then, 

iSir Ahired Benne 
Wrote a t hre e- cc mcaKd note with a small crow-quill pen. 
To say what he wanted, and ilx « the time when," 
And, as it's weU known that your people of quality 
Pique tbemselTes justly on strict punctuality, 
Just as the clock struck the hour he*d named in it, 
The whole bridal party rode up to the ndnute. 

Kow whether it was that some rapturous dream, 
Comprehending « fat pullets and clouted cream," 
Had bocne the good man, in his rision of bliss, 
Far off to some happier region than this— 



i Joha CtMmm, ihm Tenfltooa Uognphcr 9t '■Xai^iih MbI%*» 
•,w lafthar «»ipiltt of tlM *< Nora L^Knte AaglSn^* wm dMpkin to 
Hniphm>''«M€tooaD«k«»orai(m6«rt6r. AlMautlfaledUliMorUgwwk 
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• 

Or, wlrather Mi hm4», 'gaiast th« fingen rebeffisf , 
Took longer ihmk unmt that moniing in toBiag; 
Or whether, his consolenoe with knotted cevd pvorgiagy 
Mees John wm indulging himself with » seoorging, 
In penanee for kifiing tome More of the flees, 
Whioh, infeeting his heir-shirt, deprired him of ease* 
Or whether a harrel of Fatersham oysters. 
Brought in, on Um ereBlng before, to the ehnsters^ 

Prodnoed iadigestien, 

CoDtimies a question— 
The parttenlar eaase is not worth a debate; 
For my purpose it's eleariy sufficient to state 
That iHiaterer the reason, his reVrenoe woi late^ 

And Sit Alnred Denne, 

Kot the meekest of men, 
Began banning awaj at a deuce of a rate. 

Kow here, thoii|^ I do it with infinite pain, 
Gentle reader, I find I must panse to explahi 

That there was-:- what, I own, 

I griere to make known—* 
On the worthy Knight* s chaaraeter one single staia* 
But for which, all his firiends had home witness I'm suse, 
He had been §am rSproeke, as he still was miupmtn 
The fact is, that many distinguish'd commanders 
« Swore terribly (tttU T. Shandy) in Flanders.'' 
Kow into these parts our Knight ehancing to go, countries 
Named from this sad, mlgar custom, <* The Low Countries," 
Though on common occasions as courteous as daring. 
Had pick'd up this shocking bad habit of swearing. 
And if anything Tex'd him, or matters went wrong, 
Was given to what low folks call *< coming it strong." 
Good, bad, or indiif«rent then, young or old, 
He'd conrign them, when once in a humour to scold. 
To a place where they certainly would not take cold. 
—Kow if there are those, and I 'to some In ny eycr 
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Who *d esteem this a crime of no very deep dye, 

Let them read on— they *11 find their mistake by and by. 

Near or far 

Few people there are 
But have heard, read, or sung about Young'Lochinvar, 
How in Netherby Chapel, " at morning tide," 
The Priest and the Bridegroom stood waiting the Bride ; 

How they waited, " but ne'er 

A Bride was there." 
Still I don*t find, on reading the ballad with care, 
The bereayed Mr. Graham proceeded to swear. 
And yet to experience so serious a blight in 
One's dearest affections^ is somewhat exciting. 

'Tis manifest then 

That Sir Alured Denne 
Had far less excuse for such bad language, when 
It was only the Priest not the Bride who was missing— 
He had fill'd up the interval better with kissing. 

And 'twas really surprising. 

And not very wise in 
A Knight to go on so anathematising, 
When the head and the front of the Clergyman's crime 
Was bat being a little behind as to time : 

Be that as it may, 

He swore so that day 
At the reverend gentleman's ill-judged delay. 
That not a bystander who heard what he said, 
But liflten'd to aU his expressions with dread. 
And felt all his hair stand on end on his head ; 

Nay many folks there 

Did not stick to declare 
The phenomenon was not confined to the hair, 
For the little stone Saint who sat perch'd o'er the door, 
St Bomwold himself, as I told you before, 
26 
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What win scarce be believed, 

Was plainly perceived 
To shrog up his shoulders, as very much grieved. 

And look down with a frown 

So remarkably brown, 
That all saw he *d now quite a different face on 
From that he received at the hands of the mason ; 
Nay, many averr'd he half rose in his niche, 
When Sir Alured, always in metaphor rich. 

Called his priest an ** old son of ^" some animal — which. 

Is not worth the inquiry — a hint 's quite enough on 
The subject — for more I refer you to Buffbn. 

It's supposed that the Enight 

Himself saw the sight, 
And it's likely he did, as he easily might, 
For 'tis certain he paused in his wordy attack 
And, in nautical language, seem'd " taken aback." 

In so much that when now 

The "prime cause of the row," 
Father John, in the chapel at last made his boW, 
The Bridegroom elect was so mild and subdued. 
None could ever suppose he'd been noisy and rude. 
Or made use of the language to which I allude ; 
Fair Edith herself, while the knot was a tying. 
Her bridemaids around her, some sobbing, some sighing, 
Some smiling, some blushing, half-laughing, half-crying. 
Scarce made her responses in tones more complying 
Than he who 'd been raging and storming so recently, 
All softness now, and behaving quite decently. 
Many folks thought too the cold stony frown 
Of the Saint up aloft from his niche looking down. 
Brought the sexton and clerk each an extra half-crown. 
When, the rite being over, the fees were all paid. 
And the party remounting, the whole cavalcade 
Prepared to ride home with no little parade. 
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In a climate so yery unsettled as ours 

It's as well to be cautious and guard against showers, 

For though, about One 
. YouVe a fine brilliant sun, 
When your walk or your ride is but barely begun, 
Tet long ere the hour-hand approaches the Two, 
There is not in the whole sky one atom of blue, 
But it « rains cats and dogs," and you're fairly wet through 
Ere you know where to turn, what to say, or to do ; 
For which reason I've bought, to protect myself well, % 
Qood stout TagUoni and gingham umbrella, 
But in Edward the First's days I very much fear 

Had a gay cayalier 

Thought fit to appear 
In any such ** toggery" — then 'twas term'd " gear" — 
He *d have met with a highly significant sneer, 
Or a broad grin extending from ear unto ear 
On the features of every soul he came near ; 
There was no taking refuge too then, as with us, 
On a slip-sloppy day, in a cab or a *bu9; 

As they rode through the woods 

In their wimples and hoods. 
Their only resource against sleet, hail, or rain. 
Was, as Spenser describes it, to "pryck o'er the plaine," 
That is to clap spurs on, and ride helter-skelter 
In search of some building or other for shelter. 

Now it seems that the sky 

Which had been of a dye 
As bright and as blue as your lady-love's eye. 
The season in fact being genial and dry, 

Began to assume 

An appearance of gloom 
From the moment the Knight began fidget and fume, 
Which deepen'd and deepen'd till all the horizon 
Grew blacker than aught they had ever set eyes on, 
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And soon, from the far west the elements rambling * 
Increaksed, and kept pace with Sir Alnred's grwnbllng. 

Bright flashes between, 

Blue, red, and green, 
AU liTid and lurid began to be seen ; 
At length down it came — a whole deluge of rain, 
A perfect Niagara, drenching the plain, 

And up came the reek. 

And down came the shriek 
Of the winds like a steam-whistle starting a train ; 
And the tempest began so to roar and to pour. 
That the Dennes and the Ingoldsbjs, starting at score. 
As they did from the porch of St. Bomwold's church door. 
Had scarce gain'd a mile, or a mere trifle more, 

Ere the whole of the crew. 

Were completely wet through. 
They dash'd o'er the downs, and they dash*d through the talefl^ 
They dash'd up the hilk, and they dasVd down the dales. 
As if elderiy Nick was himself at their tails ; 

The Bridegroom in Tain 

Attempts to restrain 
The Bride's fri^ten'd palfrey by seizing the rein. 

When a flash and a crash 

Which produced such a splash 
That a Tankey had call'd it " an Almighty Smash," 

Came down so complete 

At his own courser's feet 
That the rider, though famous for keeping his seat. 
From its kickings and plungings, now under now upper, 
Slipp'd out of his demi-pique oyer the crupper. 
And fell from the back of his terrified cob 
On what bards less refined than myself term his *< Nob." 
(To obtain a gmted rhyme 's sometimes a tough job). — 

Just so — for the nonce to enliven my song 
With a classical simile cannot be wrong — 
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JfLst SO — in snoh roods and in similar weather, 
Tydides and Nestor were riding together, 
When, so says old Homer, the King of the Sky, 
The great <<GIond-compeIlor," his lightnings let fly, 
And their horses both made such a desperate shy 

At this freak of old Zeus, 

That at once they broke loose. 
Reins, traces, bits, breechings were all of nO use ; 
If the PyUan Sage, without any delay, 
Had not whipped them sharp round and away from the fray. 
They 'd haye certainly upset his cabriolet, 
And there 'd been the — a name I won't mention — to pay. 



Well, the Knight in a moment recoYer'd his seat — i 

Mr. Widdicombe's mode of performing that feat 

At Astley's could not be more neat or complete, 

— ^It*s recorded, indeed by an eminent pen 

Of our own days, that this our great Widdicombe then 

In the heyday of life, had af'orded some ten 

Or twelve lessons in riding to Alured Denne,-- 

It is certain the Knight 

Was so agile and light 
That an instant sufficed him to set matters right. 
Yet the Bride was by this time almost out of sight; 
For her palfrey, a rare bit of blood, who could trace 
Her descent fwm the " pure old Caucasian race," 

Sleek, slim, and bony, as 

Mr. Sidonia's 

Fine "Arab Steed" 

Of the very same breed. 
Which that elegant gentleman rode so genteelly 
— 8«e "Coningsby" written by "B. Disraeli"— 

That palfrey, I say. 

From this trifling delay 
Had made what at sea's call'd " a great deal of way," 
26* 
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** More fleet than the roe-bnck*' and free as the wind, 

She had left the good company rather behind ; 

They whipped and they spurr'd and they after her pressed ; 

Still Sir Alnred's steed was **hj long chalks" the best 

Of the party, and yery soon distanced the rest; 

But long ere e'en he had the fngitiye near*d, 

She dash'd into the wood and at once disappeared I 

It's a ** fashions" affair when you're ont on a ride, 

— ^Ey'n Bopposing you 're not in pursuit of a bride, 

If you are, it's more fashions, which can't be denied, — 

And you come to a place where three cross-roads divide. 

Without any way-post, stuck up by the side 

Of the road to direct you and act as a guide, 

With a road leading here, and a road leading there, 

And a road leading no one exactly knows where. 

When Sir Alured came 

In pursuit of the dame 
To a fork of this kind, — a three-pronged one — small blame 
To his scholarship if in 6electing4iis way 
His respect for the Classics now lead him astray ; 
But the rule, in a work I won't stop to describe, is 
In medio temper tutiuimtis ibu. 

So the Knight being forced of the three paths to enter one, 
Dash'd, with these words on his lips, down the centre obe. 

Up and down hill. 

Up and down hill, * 

Through brake and o'er briar he gallops on still. 
Aye, banning, blaspheming, and cursing his fill 
At his courser because he had giyen him a << spill ;" 

Yet he did not gain ground 

On the palfrey, the sound, 
On the pontrary, made by the hoofs of the beast 
Grew fainter and fainter, — and fainter, — and — ceased! 
Siir Alured burst through the dingle at last, 
5:0 a sort of a clearing, and there — he stuck fast| 
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For his sided, though a freer one ne*er had a shoe on, 
Stood fix*d as the Goyemor's nag in ** Don Jnan,*' 
Or maoh like the statue that stands, cast in copper, a 
Few yards south-east of the door of the Opera, 
Saye that Alured's horse had not got such a big-tail. 
While Alured wanted the cock'd hat and pig-taiL 

Before him is seen 

A diminutiye Green 
Scoop'd out from the coyert — a thick leafy screen 
Of wild foliage, trunks with broad branches between 
Encircle it wholly, all radiant and sheen. 
For the weather at once appeared clear aua serene. 
And the sky up aboye was a bright mazarine, 
Just as though no such thing as a tempest had been, 
In short it was one of those sweet little places 
In Egypt and Araby known as ** oases." 

There, under the shade 

That was made by the glade, 
The astonished Sir Alured sat and suryey'd 
A little low building of Bethersden stone, 
With iyy and parasite creepers o'ergrown, 

A SaceUum, or cell, 

In which Chronicles tell 
Saints and anchorites erst were accustom'd to dwell ; 
A little round arch, on which, deeply indented, 
The zig-zaggy pattern by Saxons inyented 
•"Was oleyerly chisell'd, and well represented, 

Surmounted a door 

Some fiye feet by four, 
It might haye been less or it might haye been more, 
In the primitiye ages they made these things lower 
Than we do in buildings that had but one floor. 

And these Chronicles say 

When an anchorite gray 
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Wiflh'd to shnt himself up and keep out of the way, 
He was commonly wont in such low cells to stay, 
And pray night and day on the rez de chatus^e. 

There, under the arch I 'ye endeayour'd to paint. 

With no little surprise, 

And scarce trusting his eyes, 
The Knight now saw standing that little Boy Saint! 

The one whom before 

He*d seen oyer the door 
Of the Priory shaking his head as he swore — 
Yfiih. mitre, and crozier, and rochet, and stole on. 
The yery self-same — or at least his Eidolon ! 
With a yoice all unlike to the infantine squeak, 
Tou'd expect, that small Saint now addressed him to speak; 

In a bold, manly tone, he 

Began, while his stony 
Gold lips breathed an odor qtdte Eau-de-Cologne^; 
In fact, from his christening, according to rumour, he 
Beat BIr. Brummell to sticks, in perfumery. * 

"Sir AluredDennel" 

Said the Saint, «be atten- 
— tiye I Your ancestors, all most respectable men, 
Haye for some generations being yot'ries of mine, 
They haye bought me mould candles, and boVd at my shrine^ 
They haye made my monks presents of Ten'son and wine^ 
With a right of free pasturage, too, for their swine. * 

And, though you in this 

Haye been rather remiss, 
Still I owe you a turn for the sake of * Lang Syne,' 
And I now come to tell you, your cursing and swearing 
Haye reach'd tg a pitch that is really past bearing. 

* In eodem aai«m prato in quo baptizatus SanctuB R<nnuaklai nnaqnam 
gratiasimnB odor deficit; neque ibi herbas pallescont, sed sempar in ylrlditate 
permanentes magna neetaris suavitate redolent ~ Nov. Ugend, JMgL 
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'Twere a positiye scandal 

In eyen a Vandal, 
It ne'er should be done, saye 'with bell, book and candle : 
And though I Ve now leam'd, as I \e always suspected. 
Your own education 's been somewhat neglected ; 
Still, you 're not such an uninformM pagan, I hope, 
As not to know cursing belongs to the Pope ! 
And his Holiness feels, yery properly, jealous 
Of all such encroachments by paltry lay fellows. 

Now, take my adyice, 

Saints neyer speak twice, 
So take it at oncef^s I once for all giye it ; 
Go home ! you '11 find there all as right as a triyet 
But mind, and remember, if once you giye way 
To that shocking bad habit, I'm sorry to say, 
I haye heard you so sadly indulge in to-day, 
As sure as you're bom, on the yery first trip 
That you make — the first oath that proceeds from your lip, 

I'll soon make you rue it! 

— I'ye said it— I '11 do it I 
* Forewam'd is forearm'd,' you shan't say but you knew it j 
Whate'er you hold dearest or nearest your heart, 
I'll takb it awat, if I come in a cart I 
I will, on my honour! you know it's absurd, 
To suppose that a Saint eyer forfeits his word 
For a pitiful Knight, or to please any such man — ; 
I'ye said it! I'll do't— if I don't, I'm a Dutchman!" 

He ceased — he was gone as he closed his harangue, 
And some one inside shut the door with a bang ! 

Sparkling with dew, 

Each green herb anew 
Its profusion of sweets round Sir Alured threw, 
As pensiye and thoughtful he slowly withdrew, 
(For the hoofs of his horse had got rid of their glue,) 
And the cud of reflection continued to chew 
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Till the gables of Bonnington Hall rose in Tiew 
little reck'd he 'what he smelt, what he saw, 

Brilliance of scenery. 

Fragrance of greenery, 
Failed in impressing his mental machinery; 
Many an hour had elapsed, well I ween, ere he 
Fairly was able distinction to draw 
'Twixt the odour of garlic and bouquei du Rou 

Merrily, merrily sounds the horn, 
And cheerily ring the bells; 
For the race is ran, 
The goal is won, *' 

The little lost mutton is happUy found, 
The Lady of Bonnington 's safe and sound 

In the Han where her new Lord dwells I 
Hard had they ridden, that company gay. 
After fair Edith, away and away : 
This had slipp'd back o'er his courser^s rump, 
That had gone over his ears with a plump. 
But the lady herself had stuck on like a trump, 
Till her panting steed 
Belaz*d his speed. 
And feeling, no doubt, as a gentleman feel» 
When he 's once shown a bailiff a fair pair of heelf^ 
Stopp'd of herself, as it *s very well known 
Horses will do, when they *re thoroughly blown. 
And thus the whole group had foregathered again. 
Just as the sunshine succeeded the rain. 

Oh, now the joy, and the frolicking, rollicking 

Doings indulged in by one and by all I 

Gaiety seized on the most melancholic in 

All the broad lands around Bonnington Hall. 

All sorts of reyehry, 

All sorts of devilry. 

All play at « High Jinks '' and keep up the ball 
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Days, weeks, and months, it is really astonishing, 

When one 's so happy, how Time flies away ; 
Meanwhile the Bridegroom requires no admonishing 
As to what pass'd on his own wedding-day ; 
Neyer since then. 
Had Sir Alared Denne 
Let a word fall from his lip or his pen 
That began with a D, or left off with an N I 

Once, and once only, when pnt in a rage, 

By a careless yotmg rascal he 'd hired as a Page, 

All buttons and brass. 

Who in handling a glass 

Of spiced hippocras, throws 

It aU oyer his clothes, 
And spoils his best pourpoint, and smartest trunk hose. 
While stretching his hand out to take it and quaff it (he 
'd giyen a rose noble a yard for the taffety)|» 
Then, and then only, came into his head, 
A yery sad word that began with a Z, 

But he checked his complaint. 

He remembered the Saint, 
In the nick — Lady Denne was beginning to faint — 
That sight on his mouth acted quite as a bung, 
like Mahomiet's coffin, the shocking word hung 
Half-way 'twixt the root and the tip of his tongue. 

Many a year 

Of mirth and good cheer 
Flew oyer their heads, to each other more dear 
Eyery day, they were quoted by peasant and peer 
As the rarest examples of loye eyer known, 
Since the days of Lt ChivaUr lyArbie and Joanne, 
Who in Bonnington chancel lie sculptured in stone. 

Well— it happened at last» 

After certain years past, 
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Thftt an embassy came to ovr court from afar — 
From the Grand-duke of MascoTj — now called the Csari 
And the Spindleshank'd Monarch, determined to do 
All the grace that he ceuld to a Nobleman, who 
Had sail'd all that way from a country which few 
In ovr England had heard of, and nobody knew, 
With a hat like a mnlF, and a beard like a Jew, 
Oar areenahi, bnildings, and dock-yards to view, 

And to say how desirous, 

His Prince Wladimiros, 
Had long been with mutual regard to inspire us» 
And how he regretted he was not much nigher us, 

With other fine things, 

Such as Kings say to Kings 
When each tries to humbug his dear Royal Brother, in 
Hopes by such *< gammon " to take one another in — 

King Longshanks, I say, 

Being aow on his way 
Bound for France, where the rebels had kept him at bay. 

Was liying in cloTer 

At this time at Dover 
r the castle there, waiting a tide to go orer. 

He had summoned, I can't tell you how many men, 
Knights, nobles, and squires to the wars of Guienue, 
And among these of course was Sir Alured Denne, 

Who, acting like most 

Of the knights in the host, 
Whose residence was not too far from the coast, 
Had brought his wife with him, delaying their parting, 
Fond souls, till the yery last moment of starting. 

Of course, with such lots of lords, ladies, and knights. 
In their Saraeenettes* and their bright chain-mail tights, 

* Thli lUk, of great repute among oar anoetton, had been Inovgiht hOflM^ 
a few yean before, bj Edward, from the Holy Land. 
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AH aceostom'd to galas, grand doings, and sights, 
A matter like this was at onoe put to rights ; 

'Twould haye been a strange thing. 

If so poHsh'd a king, 
With his board of Qreen Cloth, and Lord Steward's department^ 
Couldn't teach an Ambassador what the word « smart" meant, 
A banquet was ordered at once for a score. 
Or more, of the corps that had just come on shore. 
And the King, though he thought it « a bit of a bore," 

Ask'd all the 6liU 

Of his Uvit to meet 
The illustrious Strangers and share in the treat; 
For the Bojar himself, the Queen graciously made him her 
Beau for the day, from respecl to Duke Wladimir. 
(Queer as this name may appear in the spelling, 

You won't find it trouble you, 

Sound but the W, 
lake the Krst L in Llan, Uoyd, and Uewellynl) 

Fancy the fuss and the fidgety looks 

Of Robert de Burghersh, the constables, cooks; 

For of course the euUine 

Of the King and the Queen 
Was behind them at London, or Windsor, or Sheene, 
Or whereyer the Court ere it started had been. 

And it *8 really no jest, . 

When a troublesome guest 
Looks in at a time when you're busy and prest. 
Just going to fight, or to ride, or to rest, 
And expects a good lunch when you 'ye none ready drest 

The seryants, no doubt. 

Were much put to the rout, 
By this very extempore sort of set-out, 

But they wisely fell back upon Poor Richard's plan, 
" When you can't what you would, you must do what you can I'» 
26 
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So thej nnsaok*d the country, folds, pig-styes, and pens, . 
For the sheep and the porkers, the cocks and the hens ; 
'Twas said a Tom-cat of Sir Alnred Denne's, 

A fine tabby-grey 

Disappeared on that day, 
And whaterer became of him no one could say ; 

They brought all the food 

That over they con'd, 
Fish, flesh, and fowl, with sea-coal and dry wood, 
To his Majesty's Dapifer, Eudo (or Ude), 
They lighted the town up, sat ringing the bells. 
And borrowed the waiters from all the hotels. 
A bright thought, moreorer, came into the head 
Of Deafer Eudo, who 'd some little dread, 
As he said, for the thorough success of his spread. 
So he said to himself, '' What a thing it would be 

Gould I haye here with me 

Some one, two, or three 
Of their outlandish scullions from oyer the sea ! 
It's a hundred to one if the Suite or their Chief 
Understand our plum-puddings, and barons of beef; 
But with fiye minutes' chat with their cooks or their yalets 
We'd soon dish up something to tickle their palates!" 
With this happy conceit for improving the mess. 
Pooh-poohing expense, he dispatch'd an express 
In a waggon and four on the instant to Deal, 
Who dash'd down the hill without locking the wheel, 
And, by means which I guess but decline to reveal, 
Seduced from the Downs, where at anchor thair vessel rode, 
Lumpoff Icywitz, serf to a former Count Nesselrode, 

A cook of some fame, 

Who invented the sam^ 
Obld pudding that still bears the family name. 
This accomplish'd, the Che/*9 peace of mind was restored^ 
And in due time a banquet was placed on the board 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A LAT OF ST. ROM WOLD. 303 

«*In the very best style," which implies in a word, 
"All the dainties the season" (and king) "could aflford.** 

There were snipes, there were rails, 

There were woodcocks and quails, 
There were peacocks served up in their pride (that is tails), 

Fricandeau, fricassees. 

Ducks and green peas, 
Coteleites d VIndieme, and chops d la Soubue, 
(Which last you may call " onion sauce" if you please). 

There were barbecued pigs 

Stuffed with raisins and figs, 
Omelettet and haricots, stews and ragouts. 
And pork griskins, which Jews still refuse and abuse. 
Then the wines, — round the circle how swiftly they went! 
Canary, Sack, Malaga, Malvoisie, Tent; 
Old Hock from the Ehine, wine remarkably fine, 
Of the Charlemagne vintage of seven ninety-nine, — 
Five centuries in bottle had made it divine I 
The rich juice of Bousillon, Gascoygne, Bourdeauz, 

Marasquin, Cura9oa, 

Eirschen Wasser, Noyeau, 
And gin which the company voted "No Go ;" 

The guests all hob-nobbing. 

And bowing and bobbing ; 
Borne prefer white wine, while others more value red. 

Few, a choice few, 

Of more orthodox ffoH^t, 
Stick to " old crusted port," among whom was Sir Alured ; 
Never indeed at a banquet before 
Had that gallant commander enjoyed himself more. 

Then oame "sweets*!---* served in silver were tartlets and piee-^ 

in glass, 
Jellies composed of punch, calves' feet, and isinglass, 
Creams, and whipt-syHabubs, some hot, some cool, 
Slanemange, and quince^ustards, and gooseberry fooL 
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And now from the good taste which reigns it*s confest 
In a gentleman's, that is an Engtishman's, breast, 
And makes him polite to a stranger and gnest^ 

Thej soon plaj'd the dence 

With a large CharlotU Ruu«; 
More than one of the party dispatched his plate twice 
With **rm reallj ashamed, bat — another small slice t 
Your dishes from Russia are really <o nice!'' 
Then the prime dish of all I ** There was nothing so good in 

The whole of the Feed" 

One and all were agreed, 
« As the great Lumpoff Icywitx' Nessebode pudding!" 
Sir Alured Denne, who 'd all day, to say sooth. 
Like lago, been <* plagued with a sad raging tooth," 
Which had neyertheless interfered yery little 
With his — what for my rhyme I'm obliged to spell — Tittle, 

Requested a friend, 

Who sat near him to send 
Him a spoonftil of what he heard all so commend. 
And begg'd to take wine with him afterwards, grateful 
Because for a spoonful he 'd sent him a platefuL 
Haying emptied his glass — he ne'er balk'd it or spill'd it— 
The gallant Knight open'd his mouth— and then fiU'd it! 

You must really excuse me — there's nothing could bribe 
Me at all to go on and attempt to describe 

The fearsome look then 

Of Sir Alured Denne I 
— Astonishment, horror, distraction of mind. 
Rage, misery, fear, and iced pudding — combined! 
Lip, forehead, and cheek — how these mingle and meet 
All colours, all hues, now adyance, now retreat. 
Now pale as a turnip, now crimson as beet ! 
How he grasps his arm-chair in attempting to rise. 
See his yeins how they swell! mark the roll of his eyesl 
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Now eftst and now west, now north and now south. 
Tin at once he contriyes to eject from his mouth 

That Tile " spoonful"— irliat 

He has got he knows not, 
He isnH quite sure if it's cold or it's hot, 
At hist he exclaims, as he starts from his seat, 

**A SNOWBALL bj !" what I decline to repeat, — 

'Twas the name of a bad place, for mention unmeet 

Then oh what a volley I — ^ great many heard 

What flow'd from his Hps, and 'twere really absurd 

To suppose that each man was not shock'd by each word ; 

A great many heard too, with mix'd fear and wonder 

The terrible crash of the terrible thunder, • 

That broke as if bursting the building asunder; 

But yery few heard, although eyery one might, 

The short, half-stifled shriek from the chair on the right, 

Where the lady of Bennington sat by her Knight ; 

And yery few saw — some — the number was small. 

In the large ogiye window that lighted the hall, ^ 

A small stony Saint in a small stony pall. 

With a small stony mitre, and small stony crosier, 

And small stony toes that owed nought to the hosier. 

Beckon stonily downwards to tome one below. 

As Merryman says, <* for to come for to go !" 

While eyeryone smelt a delicious perfume 

That seem'd to peryade every part of the room I 

Fair Edith Denne, 

The bonne et belle then. 
Never again was beheld among men I 
But there was the fauteuil on which she was placed. 
And there was the girdle that graced her small waisi^ 
And there was her stomacher brilliant with gems. 
And the mantie she wore, edged with laoe at the hems, 
26* . 
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Her rich brocade gown sat apriglit in its place, 

And her whimple was there — bat where— whxbx was hse 

ITAOI ? <« • 

'Twas gone with her bodj — and nobody knows, 
Nor conld any one present so much as suppose 
How that Lady oontrired to dip out of her clothes I 

But 'twas done — she was quite gone — the how and the where^ 
No mortal was eyer yet found to dedare ; 
Though inquiries were made, and some writers record 
That Sir Alured offer'd a handsome reward. 

« « « 

King Edward went o'er to his wars in Guienne, 
Taking with him his barons, his knights, and his men. 

Ton may look through the whole 

Of that King's muster-roll. 
And you won't find the name of Sir Alured Denne ; 
But Chronicles tell that there formerly stood 
A little old chapel in Bilsington wood 

The remains to this day, 

ArehflBologists say. 
May be seen, and I 'd go there and look if I could. 
There long dwelt a hermit remarkably good. 

Who liyed there all alone. 

And never was known 
To use bed or bolster, except the cold stone ; 
But would groan and would moan in so piteous a tone, 
A wild Irishman's heart had responded << Ooh hone I" 
As the fashion with hermits of old was to keep skins 
To wear with the wool on ^- most commonly sheep-skins— 
He, too, like the rest, was accustom'd to do so ; 
His beard, as no barber came near him, too, grew so. 
He bore some resemblance to Robinson Crusoe, 
In Houndsditch, I'm told, you'll sometimes see a Jew so. 

He liyed on the roots, 

And the cob-nuts and firnits, 
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Wliiclk the Sand-hearted rustics, who rarolj are churls 
In such matters, would send by their boys and their girls ; 

They'd not get him to speak. 

If they'd tried for a week, 
But the colour would always mount up in his cheek, 
And he 'd look like a dragon if eyer he heard 
His young friends use a naughty expression or word. 
How long he lived, or at what time he died, 
'Twere hard, after so many years, to decide, 
But there 's one point on which all traditions agree, 
That he did die at last, leaving no legatee. 
And his linen was marked with an A and a B. 

Alas! for the glories of Bennington Hall I 
Alas, for its splendour t alas for its fall I 

Long years have gone by 

Since the traveler might spy 
Any decentish house in the parish at all. 
For, very soon after the awful event 
I*ve related, 'twas said through all that part of Kent 
That the maids of a morning, when putting the chairs 
And the tables to rights, would oft pop unawares 
In one of the parlours, or galleries, or stairs, 
On a tall female figure, or find her, far horrider. 
Slowly 0* nights promenading the corridor ; 
But whatever the hour, or wherever the place, 
No one could ever get tight of her face I 

Nor could they perceive 

Any arm in her sleeve. 
While her legs and her feet too, seem'd mere ''make-beUeve," 
For she glided along with that shadow-like motion 

Which gives one the notion 
Of clouds on a zephyr, or ships on the ocean ; 
And though of her gown they could hear the sUk rustle. 
They saw but that side on't omU with the bustle. 
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The seiTftiitB, of conne, though the house they were bom in,' 
Soon « wanted to better themselyes," and gaye warning, 
While eyen the new Knight grew tired of a goest 
HTho would not let himself or his fiunily rest; 

So he paok*d np his all. 

And made a bare wall 
Of each well-Aimish'd room in his ancestor's HaU, 
Then left the old Manaon to stand or to fall, 
Haying preyionsly barr'd up the windows and gates, 
To ayoid paying sesaes and taxes and rates, 
And settled on one of his other estates, 
Where he built a new mansion, and oall'd it Dome ffifl. 
And there his descendants reside, I think, still. 

Poor Bennington, empty, or left, at the mc«t, 
To the joint occupation of rooks and a Ghost, 

Soon went to decay, 

And moulder'd away, 
But whether it dropp'd down at last I can't say. 
Or whether the jackdaws produced, by degrees, 
Spontaneous combustion like that one at Pisa 

Some cent'ries ago, 

I'm sure I don't know, 
But you can't find a yestige now oyer so tiny, 
<* iVrMTiifU," as some one says, « etiam rutiMi.'' 



MOBAL. 

The first maxim a couple of lines may be said in, 
If you are in a passion, don't swear at a weddihg t 

Wheneyer you chance to be ask'd out to dine. 

Be exceedingly cautious — don't take too much wine! 
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In your eating remember one principal point, 

Whatever you do, haye your eye on the joint I 

Keep clear of side dishes, don't meddle with those 

Which the seryants in livery, or those in plain clothes, 

Poke over your shoulders and under your nose, 

Or, if you must live on the fat of the land. 

And feed on fine dishes you don't understand. 

Buy a good book of cookery I 1^'ve a compact one. 

First-rate of the kind, just brought out by Miss Acton^ 

This will teach you their names, the ingredients they're 

made of. 
And which to indulge in, and which be afraid of, 
Or else, ten to one, between ice and cayenne, 
Tou '11 commit yourself some day, like Alured Denne. 

** To persons about to be married " I 'd say, , 

Don't exhibit ill-humour, at least on The Bay I 
And should there perchance be a trifling delay 
On the part of officials, extend them your pardon. 
And don't snub the parson, the clerk, or churchwarden I 

To married men this — for the rest of your lives, 
Think how your misconduct may act on your wives 
Don't swear then before them, lest haply they faint, 
Or what sometimes occurs— > run away with a saint I 
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A SERIOUS error, similar to that which fonaa the 
subject of the following legend, is said io have occurred 
in the case of OAe, or rather two gentlemen named 
Curina, who dwelt near Hippo in the days of St. Augus- 
Une. The matter was set right, and a friendly hint at 
whe same time conyeyed to the ill-used indiyidual, that it 
would be advisable for hiiy to apply to the aboT« men- 
tioned Father, and be baptised with as little delay as 
possible. The story is quoted in " The Doctor," togeth^ 
with another of the same kind, which is given on no 
less authority than that of Oregory the Great 



THE BROTHERS OF BIRCHINQTON. 

A LAY OF ST. THOMAS A'bECKET. 

rou are all aware that 

On our tJirone there once sat 
A very great king who*d an AngeTin hat, 
Wit^ a great sprig of broom, which he wore as a badge in it» 
Named from this circumstance, Henry Plwtagenet. 

Pray don't suppose 

That Fm going to prose 
O'er Queen Eleanor's wrongs, or Miss Rosamond's woes. 
With the dagger and bowl, and all that sort of thing, 
Not much to the credit of Miss, Queen, or King. 

The tale may be true, 

But between me and you. 
With the King's escapade I '11 haye nothing to do ; 
But shall merely select, as a theme for my rhymes, 
A fSact which occurr'd to some folks in his times. 
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If for health, or a " krk," 

You should ever embark 
In that best of improrements on boats since the Ark^ 
The steam-yessel called the <*Red Royer,'* the barge 
Of an excellent officer, named Captain Large, 

You may see, some half way 

'Twixt ^e pier at Heme Bay 
And Margate the place where you're going to stay,' 
A Tillage called Birchington, famed for its << RoUs," 
As the fishing-bank, just in its front, is for Soles. 

Well, — there stood a fane 

In this Harry Broom's reign. 
On the edge of the cliff, oyerhanging the main, 
Benown'd for its sanctity all through the nation 
And orthodox friars of the Austin persuasion. 

Among them there was one. 

Whom if once I begun 
To discribe as I ought, I should never have done, 
Father Richard of Birchington, so was the Friar, 
Yclept, whom the rest had elected their Prior. 

He was tall and upright. 

About six feet in height, 
His cemplexion was what you'd denominate light, 
And the tonsure had left, 'mid his ringlets of brown, 
A little bald patch on the top of his crown. 

EQs bright sparkling eye 

Was of hazle, and nigh 
Rose a finely arch'd eyebrow of q^milar dye, 
He'd a small, well-form'd mouth with the Cupidon lip, 
And an aquiline nose, somewhat red at the tip. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



819 THB BB0TB1B8 OV BISCBINOTOK. 

In-4oon and oat 

He was Teiy doTout, 
With his Ava and Pal<r«— and oh, saoh a knout 1 1 
For his self-flagenatiionB I the Monks used to say 
He would wear out two penn'orth of whiihoord a day 1 

Then how his piety 

Shows in his diet, he 
Pines npon pulse, or, by way of rarieiy, 
Sand-ecJs or dabs ; or his appetite mocks 
With those small periwinkles that crawl on the rocks. 

In brie^ I don't stick 

To declare Father Dick — 
So they caU'd him, « for short,"— was a « BegnUur Brick," 
A metaphor taken — I haye not the page aright^ 
Out of an ethical work by the Stagyrite. 

Now Nature, 'tis said, 

Is a comical jade. 
And among the fSuitastical tricks she has play'd, 
Was the making onr good Father Richard a Brother; 
As like him in form as one pea's like another ; 

He was tall and npright, 

About six feet in height, 
EUs complexion was what you'd denominate light. 
And, though he had not shorn his ringlets of brown. 
He'd a little bald patch on the top of his crown. 

He'd a bright sparkling eye 

Of the haxel, hard by 
Rose a finely-arch'd sourcil of similar dye ; 
He 'd a small, well-shaped mouth, with a Ctgndon lip. 
And a good Roman nose, rathw red at the tip. 
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But here, it's pretended. 

The parallel ended ; 
la fact, there's no doubt his life might have been mended. 
And people who spoke of the Prior with delight. 
Shook their heads if you mention'd his brother, the Knight. 

If you'd credit report, 

There was nothing but sport, 
And EBgh Jinks going on night and day at ** the court," 
Where Sir Robert, instead of devotion and charity, 
Spent all his time in unseemly hilarity. 

He drinks and he eats 

Of choice liquors and meats, 
And he goes out on We'n'sdays and Fridays to treats. 
Gets tipsy whenever he dines or he sups, 
And is wont to come quarrelsome home in his cups. 

No Paterty no Avet ; 

An absolute slave he's 
To taarts, pickled salmon, and sauces, and gravies ; 
While as to his beads — what a shame in a Knight ! — A 

He really don't know the wrong end from the right \ 

So, though 'twas own'd then. 

By nine people in ten. 
That <* Bobert and Richard were two pretty men," 
Yet there the praise ceased, or, at least the good Priest 
Was eonnder'd the '< Beauty," Sir Robert the « Beast" 

Indeed, I'm afraid 

More might have been lud 
To the charge of the Knight than was openly said. 
For then we'd no "Phix's," no "H-B.'s," nor "Leeches," 
To can Roberts " Bobs," and illustrate their speeches. 

'Twas whisper'd he 'd rob, 
Nay murder! a job 
Which would stamp him no '^ brick," but a ''regular snob," 
27 
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(An obsolete term, whicli, at Hub time of day. 
We should probably render by mauvait mi^t), 

m 

Kow if here 'such affairs 

Get wind unawares, 
They are broited about, doubtless, much more "down stairs," 
Where Old Nick has a register-office, they say. 
With commissioners quite of such matters au faiL 

Of course, when he heard 
* What his people ayerr'd 
Of Sir Robert's proceedings in deed and in word. 
He ask'd for the ledger, and hastened to look 
At the leayes on the creditor side of this book. 

'Twas with more than surprise 

That he now ran his eyes 
O'er the numberless items, oaths, curses, and lies, 
Et ecBtera, set down in Sir Robert's account, 
He was quite << flabbergasted'' to see the amount. 

ft <'Dearmel this is wrong! 

It's a great deal too strong, 
I'd no notion this bill had been standing so long — 
Send LcTybub here !" and he fill'd up a writ 
Of "(7a «a," duly prefaced with " Limbo to wit." 

" Here, Levybub, quick I" 

To his bailiff, said Nick, 
"I'm <ryled,' and <my dander's up,' <Go a-head slick' 
Up to Kent — not Kentuck — and at once fetch away 
A snob there — I guess that^s a Mauvait St^. 

" One De Birchington, knight — 

'Tis not clear quite 
What his t'other name is — they've not enter'd it right, 
Ralph, Robert, or Richard? they've not gone so far, 
Our critturs have put it down merely as *R.* 
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" But he 's tall and upright, ^ 

About six feet in height, 
HiB complexion, I reckon, you'd calculate lights 
And he's farther *8et down' having ringlfts of brown, 
With a little bald patch on the top of his crown. 

« Then his eye and his Up, 

Hook-nose, red at tip. 
Are marks your attentioa can't easily slip ; 
Take Slomanoch with you, he 's got a good knaok 
Of soon grabbing .his man, and be back in a crack I" 

That same afternoon 

Father Dick, who, as soon 
Would « knock in" or <*cut chapel" as jump o'er the moon, 
Was misnng at vespers — at compline — all night ! 
And his monks were, of course, in a deuce of a fright. 

Morning dawn'd — 'twas broad day. 

Still no Prior ! the tray 
With his muffins and eggs Vent untasted away ; — 
He came not to luncheon — all said, '* it was rum of him I '* 
— None could conceive what on earth had become of him. 

They examined his cell. 

They peep'd down the well ; 
They went up the tow'r and look'd into the bell, 
They dragg'd the great fish-pond, the little- one tried. 
But found nothing at all, save some carp — which they fried. 

« Dear me 1 Dear me ! 
Why where can he be ? 
He 's fallen over the cliff T — tumbled into the sea ? *' 

« Stay — he talk'd,'* exclaim'd one, ** if I recollect right, 
Of making a call on his brother the Knight? " 
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He turns as he speaks, 
^ The *' Court Lodge " he seelu 

Which was known then, u now, by the queer name €# Qoekes^ 
But scarce half a mile^i his way had he sped, 
When he spied the good Prior in the paddock — stone dead I 

Alas ! 'twas too true I 

And I need not tdl yo« 
In the conyent his news made a pretty te do ; 
Through all its wide precinets so roomy and spaeioas. 
Nothing was heard but ^Bless mel" and «Qood Graeieusll'' 

They wai for the May*r 

And the Doctor, a pair 
Of grare men, who began to ^scuss the affair. 
When in bounced the Coroner, foaming with ftiry, 
•< Because," as he said, «< 'twas pooh I pooh t ing his jury.'* 

Then commenced a dispute 

And so hot they went to % 
That things seem'd to threaten a serious immte. 
When, just in the midst of the uproar and racket. 
Who should walk in but St. Thomas k Becket 
I ^ 

Quoth his saintship, « How now 

Here 's a fine coil, I trow ! 
I should like to know, gentlemen, what's all this row? 
Mr. Wickliffe — or Wackliffe — whaterer your name is — 
And you, Mr. May'r, don't you know, sirs, what shame is t 

" Pray what 's all this clatter 

About ? — what *s the matter ? *' 
Here a monk, whose teeth funk and concern made to chatter, 
Bobs out, as he points to the corpse on the floor, 
"*Tis all dickey with poor Father Dick — he's no morel** 
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« « Hgw ! -— what ? " says the saint, 

" Yes he is — no he ain't * 
He can*t be deceased — pooh ! it*s merely a feint, 
Or some foolish mistake which may serve for our laughter, 
<He thould have died,' like the old Scotch Queen, < hereafter.' 

<* His time is not out; 

Some blunder, no doubt, 
It shall go hard but what I *11 know what it 's about — 
I shan't be surprised if that scurvy old Nick 's 
Had a hand in't; it sayours of one of his tricks." 

'When a crafty old hound 

Claps his nose to the ground. 
Then throws it up boldly, and bays out, '< I 'ye found 1 " 
And the pack catch the note, I'd as soon think to check it, 
Ai dream of bamboozling St. Thomas & Becket 

Once on the scent 

To business he went, 
<< You Scoundrel, come here, sir" ('twas Nick that he meant), 
*< Bring your books here this instant — bestir yourself — do, 
I've no time to waste on such fellows as you." 

Every comer and nook 

In all Erebus shook. 
As he struck on the pavement his pastoral crook, 
All its tenements trembled from basement to roofs. 
And their nty^er inhabitants shook in their hoofs. 

Hanging his ears. 

Yet dissembling his fears. 
Ledger in hand, straight « Auld Homie" appears. 
With that sort of half-sneaking, half-impudent look. 
Bankrupts sport when cross-quesUon'd by Cresewell or Cook^ 

• Omtim for ** ia not ;** St Thomas, it Moms, had lived long enough in the 
eonntrj to pick vp a taw of ita pTovindaUaniB. 
27* 
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• So 8ir-r-r I yon are hero," 
Said .the Saint with a eaeeTi * 

*< My sninmons, I trust, did not much inteitere 
With your morning engagements— I merely denre, 
At your leisure to know what yonVe done with my Prior T 

" Now, none of your fies, 

Mr. Nick! I'd adyise 
Yon to ten me the truth without any disguise, 
Or-r-r ! ! " The Saint, whUe his rosy gills seem'd to grow roder. 
Here gaye another great thump with his crosier. 

Like a small boy at Eton, 

Who 's not quite a Crichton, 
And don't know his task but expects to be beaten, 
Nick stammer'd, scarce knowing what answer to make, 
** Sir^ I*m sadly afraid here has been a mistake. 

" These things will occur, 

We are all apt to err. 
The most cautious sometimes, as you know, hol^ sir; 
For my own part — I'm sure I do all that I can — 
But — the fact is — I fear — we hare got the wrong maa." 

" Wrong man ! " roar'd the Saint — 

But the scene I can't paint. 
The best colours I haye are a yast deal too faint—- 
Nick afterwards own'd that he ne'er knew what fright meaikt, 
Before he saw Saint under so much excitement. 

" Wrong man I .don't tell me — 

Pooh ! — fiddle-de-dee I 
What's your right, Scamp, to any man ! — come, let me see ; 
rn teach you, you thorough-paced rascal, to meddle 
With church matters; come. Sirrah, out With your schedule!" 

* In support of his claim 

The fiend turns to the name 
Of « De Birchington" written in letters of flame, 
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Below which long items stiind, column en column, 
l!ho«gh to haye eked out a decent-sized Yolume 1 

Sins of all sorts and shapes, 

From small practical japes, 
Up to didngs, and drinkings, and murders and rapei^ 
Andiihen of such standing I — a merciless tick 
From an Oxford tobacconist, — let alone Nick. 

The saint in surprise 

Scarce believed his own eyes. 
Still he knew he'd to deal with the father of Hes, 
And «t8» tkit I -^ you oaQ thiaP' he ezclaim'd in a searohing 

tone, 
« This III ^9 aoeoont of my friend Didc de Btrohington !" 

" Why," said Nick, with an air 
Of great candour, <«it's there 
lies the awkwardest pi^ of this awkward affair—* 
I thought all was right — see the height tallies quite, 
* The complexion's what all must consider as light; 
There's the nose, and the lip, and the rii\glets of brown ^ 
And the little bald patch on the top of the crown. . 

<* And &en the surname. 

So exactly the same •— 
I don't know — I can't tell how the accident eame, " 
But some how — I own it's a very sad job. 
But— my bailiff grabb'd Dick when he should have nabVd Bob. 

. " I am vexli bey<«d bounds 
^ou should have such, good grounds 
For complaint ; I would rather have given five pounds, 
.And any apology, sir, you may choose, 
I 'U make with much pleasure, and put in the news." 

<<An apology ! — ]K>oh I 
Much good that will do ! 
An < apoloffp ' quoth a I — and that too from you I — 
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Before any proposal is made of the sort, 

Bring back your storn goods, thief! — produce them in Court t" 

In a moment, so small 

It seem'd no time at all, 
Father Biehard sat np on his what-do-ye-call — 
Sou ton iSant— and, what was as wondrous as pleasing. 
At once began conghing, and snif ting, and sneezing. 

While strange to rehhte^ 

The Knight whom the fate 
Of his brother had reach'd, and who knock'd at the gale, 
To make further inquiries, had scarce made his bow 
To the Saint, ere he Tamsh'd, and no one knew how I 

Erupit — eoanif 

As Tully would phrase it, 
And none could hare known where to l&nd his ffk/tc$t-^ 
That sentence which man his mortality teaches — 
Sir Robert had disappeared, body and breeches 

" Heyday ! Sir, heyday I 

What *s the matter now — eh V* 
Quoth A*Becket, observing, the gen*ral dismiay, 
** How, again ! — *pon my word this is really, too bad! 
It would drive any saint in the calendar mad. 

<* What, still at your tricking? 
You will have a kicking? 
I see you won't rest till you 're got a good licking— > 
Your claim, friend? — what claim? — why you shoVd me 

before. 
That your old claim was, cancelled — you've cross'd out the 
score ! 

" Is it that way you *d Jew one ? 
You've settled the true one? 
Do you mean to tell me he has run up a new one? 
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Of the thoasaods you *Te cheated " • 

And scurvily treated, 
Name one you 'ye dared charge with a bill once receipted I 
In the Bankruptcy Court should you dare to presume 
To attempt it, they 'd Boon Idck you out of the room, 
^Ask Commissioner Fonblanque, or ask my Lord Brougham. 

«And then to make under 

So barefaced a blunder, 
Your caption! — why whaVs the world come to, I wonder? 
My patience ! it 's just like his imj^udence, rat him ! 
—Stand out of the way there, and let me get at hlmf' 

The Saint ridsed his arm. 

But Old Nick, in alarm, 
. Dashed up through the skylight^ not doing maoli bann. 
While, guiiUpour la pew, the Knight, soimd on the whole 
Down the chimney came tumbling as black as a coal I 

Spare we to tell 

Of what after befell! 
How the' Saint lectured Robert de Birchington well. 
Bade him alter his life, and held out as a warning 
The narrow escape he 'd made on 't that moming. 

Nor need we declare 
How, then and there, 
The jury and Coroner blew up the May*r 
For his breach of decorum as one of the guorufHf 
9 In not haying Leyybub brought up before 'em. 

Nor will you require 

Me to state how the Prior 
Could neyer thenceforth bear the sight of a fire, 
Nor eyer was heard to express a desire 
In cold weather to see the thermometer higher. 
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Now shall I relate 

The fmbseqaent fate 
Of 8t Thomaa ft Becket, whose reverend pate 
Fltznrse and De Morrille, and Brito and Tracy 
ShATed off, as his orown had been merely a jasey.* 

Soffioe it to say, 

From that notable day 
The " Twin Birchington Brothers" together grew grey: 
In the same holy conTent continued to dwell, 
Same food and same fastings, same habit, same celL 
• 

No more the Knight rattles 

In broils and in battles, 
Bnt sells, by Be Robins, his goods and his chattels, 
And counting all wealth a mere WiU-o'the-wisp, 
IMsposes of Qnekes to Sir Nicholas Grispe. 

One spot alone 

Of an he had known 
Of his spacious domain he retained as his own. 
In a neighbouring parish, whose name I may say 
Scarce any two people pronounce the same way. 

Be-«ii^Ter some style it, ^ 

While others revile it 
As bad, and say iZ«-culTer — 'tisn't worth while, it 
Would seem, to dispute, when we know the result immat- 
erial — I accent, myself, the penultimate. 

Sages, with brains 

Full of ** Saxon remains," 
May caU me a booby, perhaps, for my pains. 
Still I hold, at the hazard of being thought dull by 'em, 
Fast by the quantity mark'd for RegulMum. 

• N«e mkUb fuit eif aangnine saoerdotis et neoe eocleBiam prophanue, nU, 
eonmft c^itia ampntatA, funeBtis gladUs jam defancti ^ioerent oerelmuB.— 
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CaU'tasyouwiU, 

The trayeller still, 
In the Toyage that we talked about, marks on the hill 
Orerhanging the sea, the "twin-towers" raised then 
By << Robert and Richard, those two prettj men." 

Both tan and upright, 

And just equal in height ; 
The Trinity House talk'd of painting them white. 
And the thing was much spoken of some time ago. 
When the Duke, I believe — but I really don^t know. 

Well— there the << Twins" stand 

On the Terge of the land, 
To warn mariners off from the Columbine sand. 
And many a poor man have Robert and Dick 
By their tow canned to 'scape, like themselTes, from Old Niek. 

So, whether you *re sailors 

Or Tooley-street Tailors, 
Broke loose from your masters, those sternest of jailers, 
And, bent upon pleasure, are taking your trip 
In a craft which you fondly conceiTe is a ship, 

When you 'to pass'd by the Nore, 

And you hear the winds roar 
In a manner you scarce could have fancied before. 

When the cordage and tackling 

Are flapping and crackling, ^ 

And the boy with the bell 

Thinks it useless to tell 
Yon that ''dinner's on table," because you're unwell; 

When aboTe you all's «scud," 

And below you the flood ■ 
Looks a horrible mixtore of soap-suds and mud, • 

When the timbers are straining, 

And folks are complaining. 
The dead-lights are letting the spray and the rain in, 
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When the helms-man looks blue, 
And Gftptoin Large too, 
And yon really don't know what on eiyth 70a shall do. 

In this hubbub and row 

Think where you'd be now, 
Except for the Birohington boys and their tow I 
And while o*er the wide ware you feel the craft pitch hard, 
9cife Uk |e iMor of 3ft obettte an^r aftjcj^tb ! 

MOBAL. 

It's a subject of serious complaint in some houses^ 
With young married men who haye elderly spooaee, 
That persons are seen in their figures and faces, 
With Tory queer people in Tery queer places, 
80 like them that one for the other's oft taken, 
And coigugal confidence thereby much shaken : 
Explanations too often are thought mere pretences. 
And Richard gets scolded for Bobert's offences. 

In a matter so nice. 

If I 'm ask'd m^ advice, 
I say copy King Henry to obviate that, 
And stick something remarkable up in your hat! 

Next, obserre, in this world where we're so many cheats. 

How useful it is to preserye your receipts I 

If you deal with a person whose truth you don't doubt. 

Be particular, still, that your bill is cross'd out ; 

But, with any inducement to think him a scamp, 

HaTe a formal receipt on a regular stamp ! 

Let CTcry gay gallant my story who notes 

Take warning, and not go on << sowing wild oats 1 " 

Nor depend thit some Mend 

Will always attend. 
And by " making all right" bring him off in tiie«Bd{ 
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He may be mistaken, so let him beware, 
St Thomas k Beokets are now rather rare. 

Last of all, may*rs and magistrates, nerer be mde 
To juries ! they are people who wm*t be pooh-pooh'dl 
Especially Sandwi<ih ones — no one can say 
Bat himself may come under their dutches one day; 

They then may pay off. 

In kind any scoff, 
And, turning their late rerdict quite '' witey weney,* 
*^AequU you," and not "recommend you to mercy."* 



THB KNIGHT AND THE LADY. 

A DOMBSTIO LEQENB OF THE BEIQN OF QUEEN ANNE. 

Hail, wedded lore I myaterioiu tie V* 

Thamtaa — > or SomAodf, 

Thb Lady Janx was tall and slim, 

The Lady Jane was fair. 
And Sir Thomas, her Lord, was stout of limb. 
And his cough was short, and his eyes were dim, 
And he wore green "specs," with a tortoise-shell rim. 
And his hat was remarkably broad in the brim, 
And phe was Vincommonly fond of him,— 

And they were a loring pair ! — 
And the name and the fame 

Of the Knight and his Dame, 

* At a Quarter SeasionB held at Sandwkh, (some six mflei ftom Btrehing- 
ton,) on Taeaday the Still of April last, before W. V. Boteler, Eiq^ the xveorder, 
Thmnaa Jones, mariner, aged serenteen, was tried for stealing a Jacket, Talna 
ten shillings. The Jory, after a patient hearing, fonnd him ** not gnOtj," and 
<* reoommendfld him to meroj."— See the whole ease reported In the <* Kentiflh 
Oli0«rTer,» April 10, 1846. 

28 
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Were eVrywhere hail'd with the loadest acoUim ; 
And whereTer they went, or wherever they came, 

Far and wide, 

The people cried, 
Hossa! for the Lord of this noble domain, — 
Hnxsa 1 Hnua ! Huzza ! — once again !— 

Encore ! — Encore ! — 

One cheer more !— 
—All sorts of pleasure, and no sort of pain 
To Sir Thomas the Good, and the Fair Lady Jane ! ! 

Now Sir Thomas the Oood, 

Be it well understood. 
Was a man of very contemplatiTe mood, — 

He would pore by the hour, 

0*er a weed or a flower. 
Or the slugs that come crawling out after a shower; 
Black-beetles, and Bumble-bees, — Blue-bottle flies. 
And Moths were of no small account in his eyes ; 
An *< Industrious Flea" he*d by no means despise, 
While an « Old Daddy-long-legs," whose " long legs " and thighf 
Pass'd the common in shape, or in colour, or size, 
He was wont to consider an absolute prize. 
Nay, a hornet or wasp he could scarce **keep his paws off" 
—he 

Gare up, in short, • 

Both business and sport, 
And abandoned himself, tout eniier, to Philosophy. • 

Now, «8 Lady Jane was tall and slim. 

And Lady Jane was fair, 
And a good many years the junior of him, — 
And as he. 
All agree, 
Look'd leiss like her Mart, 
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As he iralk'd by her side, than her P^«,* 

There are some might be found entertaining a notion 

That such an entire and.ezdusiye derotion 

To that part of -science, folks style Entomology, 

Was a positiye shame, 

And, to such a fair Dame, 
Really demanded some sort of apology ; 

— No doubt^ it would Tex 
On^. half. of. the sex. - ., 

To see their own husband, in horrid green « specs," 
Instead of ei\joying a sociable chat. 
Still poking his nose into this and to that. 
At a gnat, or a bat, or a cat, or a rat. 

Or great ugly things. 

All legs and wings. 
With nasty long tails ann'd with nasty long stings ; 
And they'd join such a log of a spouse to condemn, 

— One eternally thinking, 
And blinking, and winking 

At grubs, — when he ought to be winking at them. — 

But no I — oh no I 

'Twas by no means so 
With the Lady Jane Ingoldsby — she, far discreeter 
And, having a temper more eyen and sweeter. 

Would never object to 

Her spouse, in respect to 

His poking and peeping 

After " things creeping ;" 
Much less be still keeping lamenting, and weeping. 
Or scolding at what she perceiyed him so deep in. 

Tout au conirairef 
No lady so fair 

* My friend, Mr. Hood, 
In his comical mood, * 
Wonld bftTe probably styled the good Knight and his Lady— 
Him — « Stem-old and Hopkins,* and her « Tdte and Braldy." 
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Was e'er known to wear more contented an mt; 
And, — let who would call, — every day she was there, 
Propoonding receipts for some delicate fare. 
Some toothsome conserre, of quince, apple, or pear, 
Or distilling strong waters, — or potting a hare, — 
Or coonting her spoons and her crockery-ware ; 
Or else, her tambonr-frame before her, with care 
Embroidering a stool or a back for a chair, 
With needle-work roses, most cnnning and rare, 
Enough to make less-gifted visitors stare, 

And declare, where'er 

They had been, that " they ne'er 
In their lives had seen aught that at all could compare 
With dear Lady Jane's housewifery— that they would swear.' 

Nay more ; don't suppose 

With such doings as those 
This account of her merits must come to a close ; 
No : — examine her conduct more closely, you 'U find 
She by no means neglected improving her mind; 
For there, all the while, with air quite bewitching, 
She sat herring-boning, tambouring, or stitching. 
Or having an eye to aifairs of the kitchen. 

Close by her side, 

Sat her kinsman, MaoBride, 
Her cousin, fourteen-times removed, — as you '11 see 
If you look at the Ingoldsby family tree. 
In « Burke's Commoners," voL xz. page 53. 

All the papers I 've read agree. 

Too, with the pedigree, 
Where, Among the collateral branches, appears 
<* Captain Dugald MaoBride, Royal Soots Fusileers;" 
And I doubt if you 'd find in the whole of his clan 
A more higbly-intell^nt, worthy young man ; — 

And there he'd be sitting, 

>Vhile she was a-knitting, 
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Or hemming, or stitching, or darning and fitting, 
Or patting a "gore," or a "gusset," or "bit" in. 
Beading aloud, with a rery grare look, 
Some very "wise saw** from some rery good book,— 

Some such pious diyine as 

St. Thomas Aquinas ; 

Or, equally charming, 

The works of Bellarmine ; 

Or else he unrayels / ' ' 

The "Toyages and trarels" 
Of Hackluytz — (how sadly these Dutch names do sully verse !)— 
Purchases, Hawksworth's, or Lemuel Qulliyer's, — 
Not -to name others, 'mongst whom there are few so 
Admired as John Bunyan, and Bobinson Crusoe. — 

No matter who came, ' 

It was always the same, 
The Captain was reading aloud to the Dame, 
Till, firom having gone through half the books on the shelf, 
They were almost as wise as Sir Thomas himself. 

Well, it happened one day, 

— I really can't say 
The particular month ,"* — but I think 'twas in May, — 
'Twas, I *fiow, in the Spring-time,— when "Nature looks gay," 
As the Poet observes, — and on tree-top and spray 
The dear little dickey-birds carol away ; 
When the grass is so green, and the sun is so bright, 
And all things are teeming with life and with light, — 
That the whole of the house was thrown into affright, 
For no soul could conceive what was gone with the Knight 1 

It seems he had tak^i 

A light breakfast — bacon. 
An egg — with a little broird haddock — at most . 
A round and a half of some hot butter'd toast, 
Wfth a slice of cold sirloin from yesterday's roast 
28* 
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And then — let me see I — 

He had two — perhaps three 
Cups (with sugar and cream) of strong gunpowder tea, 
With a spoonful in each of some choice eau de vU, 
— Which with nine out of ten would perhaps disagree. » 

— In fact, I and my son 

Mix "black" with our "Hyson,** 
Neither haTing the nerres of a bull, or a bison. 
And both hating brandy like what some catt "pison." 

No matter for that — 

He had caU'd for his hat, 
With the brim that 1 'to said was so broad and so flat, 
And his " specs" with the tortoise-«heIl rim, and his cane • 
With the crutch-handled top, which he used to sustain 
His steps in his walks, and to poke in the ahrubs 
And the grass, when unearthing his worms and his grubs — 
Thus arm*d, he set out on a ramble — alack! 
He i€t out, poor dear Soul I — but he never came back ! 

"First dinner-bell" rang 

Out its euphonous clang 
At fiye — folks kept early hours then — and the "Last'* 
Ding-dong'd, as it erer was wont, at half-past. 

While Betsey and Sally, 

And Thompson the VaUt, 
And every one else was beginning to bless himself. 
Wondering the Knight had not come in to dress himself, -r 
— Quoth Betsey, " Dear me I why the fish will be cold T* — 
Quoth Sally, "Good gracious! how 'Missis* tviVZ scold !** — 

Thompson, the Valet, 

Look'd gravely at Sally, 
As who should say " Truth must not always be told!** 
Then, expressing a fear lest the Knight might take cold. 

Thus exposed to the dews, 

Lamb8*-wool stockings and shoes, » 
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Of each a fresli pair, 
He put down to air, 
And hong a olean shirt to the fire on a chair. — 

Still the Master was absent — the Cook came and said, <<he 
Much fear'd, as the dinner had been so long ready, 

The roast and the boil'd 

Would be all of it spoil'd, 
And the pnddings, her Ladyship thoaght such a treaty 
He was morally sure, would be scarce fit to eat I" 

This closed the debate — 

" 'Twonld be folly to wait," 
Said the Lady, " Dish up ! — Let the meal be served straight ; 
And let two or three slices be put on a plate. 
And kept hot for Sir Thomas. — He 's lost, sore as fate ! 
And, a hundred to one, won't be home till it 's late V* 
—Captain Dugald MacBride then proceeded to face 
The Lady at table, — stood up, and said grace, — 
Then set himself down in Sir Thomas's place. 

Wearily, wearily, all that night. 
That live-long night did the hours go by; 
And the Lady Jane, 
In grief and in pain. 
She sat herself down to cry I — 
And Captain MacBride, 
Who sat by ^er side. 
Though I really can't say that he actually cried, 

At least had a tear in his eye I — 
Ab much as can well be expected, perhaps, 
From " very young fellows" for very " old chaps ;" 
And if he had said « 

What he 'd got in his head, 
'Twould have been « Poor old Buffer ! he's certainly dead !*' 

The morning dawn'd, — and the next, — and the nezt» 
And all in the mansion were still perplex'd ; 
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No iratoh-dog " bay*d a irelcoAie home,*' as 
A watch-dog should to the '< Good Sir Thomas ;*' 
. • No knocker feU 

His approach to tell, 
Not so much as a nmawaj ring at the bell— 
The Hall was silent as Hermit's celL 

Yet the sun shone bright upon tower and tree, 
And the meads smiled green as green may be, 
And the dear Uttle dickey-birds caroU'd with glee. 
And the lambs in the park skipp'd merry and free— 
— Without, all was joy and harmony! 

"And thus 'twill be, — nor long the day, — 
Ere we, like him, shall pass away I 
Ton Sun, that now our bosoms warms, 
Shai shine, — but shine on other forms; — 
• Ton Groye, whose choir so sweetly cheers 
Us now, shaH sound on other ears, — 
The joyous Lamb, as now, shall play. 
But other eyes its sports suryey, — 
The stream we loved shall roll as fair. 
The flowery sweets, the trim Parterre 
ShaU scent, as now, the ambient air, — 
The Tree, whose bending branches bear 
The One loved name — shall yet be there ; — 
But where the hand that carred it ? — Where ?" 

These were hinted to me as 

The very ideas 
Which pass'd through the mind of the fair Lady Jane, 
Her thoughts having taken a sombre-ish train. 
As she walk'd on the esplanade, to and again, 

With Captain MacBride, 

Of course, at her side, 
Who could not look quite so forlorn, — though he tried, 
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—An "idea," in fact, had got into hia head. 
That if <<poor dear Sir l^omas" should really be dead, 
It might be no bad ** spec." to be there in his stead, 
And, by simply contriying, in due time, to wed 
A Lady who was young and fair, 

A lady slim and tall. 
To set himself down in comfort there 

The Lord of Tapton * HaH — 

Thinks he, " We hare sent 

Half oyer Kent, 
And nobody knows how much money 's been spent, 
Tet nt> one 's been found to say which way he went! — > 

The groom, who 's been oyer 

To Folkstone and Doyer, 
Can't get any tidings at all of the royer I 
— Here *s a fortnight and more hai^ gone by, and we're tried 
Eyery plan we could hit on — the whole country-side. 
Upon all its dead walls, with placards we 'ye supplied, — 
And we 'ye sent out the Crier, and had him well cried — * 

* Missing ! ! 

Stolen, or stray'd. 

Lost, or mislaid, 
A Gentleman; — middle-aged, sober, and staid; — 
Stoops slightly ; — and when he left home was array'd 
. In a sad-colour'd suit, somewhat dingy and fray'd; — 
Had spectacles on with a tortoise-shell rim. 
And a hat rather low-crown'd, and broad in the brim. 
Whoe'er 
Shall bear. 

Or shall send him with care, 
(Right side uppermost) home ; or shall giye notice where 
The said middle-aged Gentlemah is ; or shall state 

* The fluniliar abbreTlation for Tappington Ererard still in vae among the 
tenantry. — FSde Pr^/iaory JMrodueU&n to (he InffoldOy Legendt. 
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Any fact, that maj tend to throw light on his fate, 
To the man at the turnpike, called Tappinqton Gatk, 
Shall receiye a Rswabd of Fiyb Pounds for his trouble, — 
f^N.B'^If defiinct the Rswasd will be double I !^^) 



« Had he been aboTe ground 

He muit haye been found. 
No ; doubtless he's shot, — or he *a hang'd,— >or he's diown'dl 

ThenhisTHdow— ayl ay! — 

But, what will folks say I— • 
To address her at once — at so early a day I 
Well — what then ? — who cares ! — let 'em say what they may-r- 
A fig for their nonsense and chatter ! — suffice it^ her 
Charms will excuse one for casting sheep's eyes at her I " 

When a Man has decided 

As Captain liacBride did. 
And once ftilly made up hia mind on the matter, he 
Can't be too prompt in unmasking his battery. 
He began on the instant, and Tow'd that "her eyes 
Far exceeded in briltianoe the stars in the skies, — 
That her lips were like roses — her cheeks were like lilies-* 
Her breath had the odour of dafiy-down-dillies I " — 
With a thousand more compliments equally true, 
And express'd in similitudes equally new ! 

— Then his left arm he placed 

Bound her jimp, taper waist — 
—Ere she fix'd to repulse, or return, his embrace, 
Up came running a man, at a deuce of a pace. 
With that very peculiar expression of face 
Which always betokens dismay or disaster. 
Crying out — 'twas the Gardener, — "Oh, Ma'am! we*Te found 

Master!" 
— "Where! where?" scream'd the lady; and Echo screain'd— - 
"Where?" 

The man couldn't say " There 1 !' 

He luid no breath to spare, 
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Bat, gasping for air, he could only refi^ond,'- 

By pointing — he pointed, alas ! — to thb Pond. 

— 'Twas e'en so — poor dear Knight! — with his << specs" and 

his hat 
He 'd gone poking his nose into this and to that; 
, When, close to the side 

Of the bank, he espied 

An << uncommon fine" Tadpole, remarkably fat I 

He stoop'd; — and he thought her 

His own ; — he had caught her I 
Got hold of her tail, — and to land almost brought her, 
When— he plump'd head and heels into fifteen feet water! 



The Lady Jane was tall and slim, 

The Lady Jane was fair, 
Alas, for Sir Thomas! — she grieved for him, 
As she saw two serving-men, sturdy of limb, 
His body between them bear : 
She BobVd, and she sigh'd ; she lamented, and cried, 

For of sorrow brimfxQ was her cup ; 
She swoon'd, and I think she 'd have fall'n down and died, 
If Captain MaoBride 
Had not been by her side, 
With the Gardener; they both their assistance supplied. 
And managed to hold her up. — 

But, when she « comes to," 
Oh ! 'tis shocking to view . . 

The right which the corpse reveals ! 
Sir Thomas's body, 
ttlook'dsoodd— he 
Was half eaten up by the eels ! 
His waistcoat and hose, and the rest of his clothes 
Were all gnawl'd through and through ; 
And out of each shoe 
An eel they drew ; 
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And from each of his pockets they puU'd out two I 
iind the Gardener himself had secreted a few, 

As wen we may suppose ; 
For, when he came mnning to giye the alarm, 
He had six in the basket that hong on his arm. 

Good Father John* 

Was snmmon'd anon; 

Holy water was sprinkled, 

And Utae bells tinkled, 

And tapers were Hghted, 

And incense ignited. 
And masses were song, and masses were said. 
An day, for the qniet repose of the dead. 
And all night no one thought abont going to bed. 

But Lady Jane was taU and slim, 
And Lady Jane was fair, — 
Andy ere morning came, that winsome dame 
Had made up her mind — or, what's much the same, 
Had thouffM about — once more "changing her name,"' 

And she said with a pensiye air. 
To Thompson, the Talet, while taking away, 
When supper was oyer, the cloth and the tray,—, 
^ "Eelsamany 

I 'to ate; but any 
So good ne'er tasted before I — 
They're a fish, too, of which I'm remarkably fond. — 
Qo — pop Sir Thomas again in the Pond — 

Poor dear ! — ns 'll catoh vs boms mobe I ! " • 



* lor Mnii« aooomit of Father John Ingoldabj, to whoM papers I am fo muoih 
ItOKiiaimyBMlngadA^ZdgeiidtjIfrdSerieifi^^ This was the last eode- 

siastical act of hU long and yalvaUe liiSk 
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MOBAL. 



AQ middle-aged Gentlemen let me adyise. 
If you're married, and have not got yery good eyeSy 
Don't go poking about after blae-botUe flies I — 
If yon 'ye spectacles, don't haye a tortoise-shell rim, 
*And don't go near the water, — unless you can swim I 

Mamed Ladies, especially such as are fair. 
Tall, and slim, I would next recommend to beware 
How, on losing one spouse, they ^ye way to despair; 
But let them reflect, ** There are fish, and no doubt on 't^ 
As good lit the riyer as eyer came out on 't ! " 

Should they light on a spouse who is giyen to roaming 

In solitude — raiton depUu, in the <* gloaming,"— 

Let them haye a fix'd time for said spouse to come home m I 

And if, when ''last dinner-bell " 's rung, he is late, 

To insure better manners in future — Don't wait I ^ 

H of husband or children they chance to be fond, 
Haye a stout iro»-wire fence put all round the pond ! 

One more piece of adyice, and I close my appeals — 
Xhat is — if you chance to be partial to eels. 
Then — Crede exptrto — trust one who has tried — 
Haye them spitch-cock'd, — or stew'd — they're too oily when 
fried! 

29 
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A LEGEND OF BLEEDING-HEABT YARD. 

Did jon erer we the DeTtt daaecr— Old Qitkrt. 

Snt Chustopheb Hatton he danced with grace. 

He 'd a Tery fine form and a tery fine face. 

And his cloak and his doublet were guarded with lace, 

And the rest of his clothes. 

As you yen may suppose, 
In taste were by no means inferior to those ; 

He 'd a yellow-starch'd ruff, 

And his glomes were of buff, 
On each of his shoes a red heel and a rose, 
And nice little moustaches under his nose ; 

Then every one knows 

How he tum'd out his toes. 
And a very great way that accomplishment goes. 
In a Court where it 's thought, in a lord or a duke, a 
Disgrace to fall short in " the Brawls" — (their Cachouca). 

So what with his form, and what with his faee, 
And what with his yelvet cloak guarded with lace. 
And what with his elegant dancing and grace, 
. His dress and address 
So tickled Queen Bess 
That her Majesty gave him a very snug place ; 
And seeing, moreoTcr, at one single peep, her 
Advisers were, few of them, sharper or deeper 
(Old Burleigh excepted), she made bim Lord Keeper. 

I 'ye I^eard, I confess, with no little surprise 
English hist(Hy caU'd a farrago of lies ; 

888 
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And a certain Diyine, 
A connexion of mine, 
Who onght to know better, as some folks opine. 
Is apt to declare. 
Leaning back in his chair. 
With a sort of smirkihg, selfHsatisfied air, 
That "all that's recorded in Hume and elsewhere. 
Of our early *Annalei* 
A trumpery tale is, 
tike the 'Bold Cf^tain Smith's,' and the <Liickle6S Miss Bay- 
ley's'— 
That old Boger Hoyedon, and Balph de Piceto, 
And others (whoee names should I try to repeat o- ' 
ver, well 1 'm assured you would put in your Teto), 
Though all holy friars, 
Were very great liars, 
And rfdsed stories faster than Grissel and Peto*^ 
That Harold escaped with the loss of a *glim' — 
That the shaft which kiU'd Rufus ne'er glanced from a limb 
Of a tree, as they say, but was aim'd slap at him, — 
That Fair Rosamond never was poison'd or spitted, 
But outliyed Queen Nell, who was much to be pitied ; — 
That Nelly her namesake, Ned Longshanks's wife, 
Ne'er went crusading at all in her life, 
Nor suck'd the wound made by the poison-tipp'd knife I 
For as she. 
O'er the sea. 
Towards far Galilee, 
Never, even in fancy, march'd carcass or shook shanks. 
Of course she could no more suek Longshaidts than Gruikshankiv 
^ut, leaying her spindle^legg'd liege-lord to roam, 
-Staid behind, and suck'd something much better at home,^ 
That it 's quite as absurd 
To say Edward the Third, 
In reyiving the Garter, afforded a handle 
For any Court-gossip, detraction, or scandal. 
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As 'twould be to saj. 

That at Court t'other day. 
At the fdte which the newspapers say was so gay. 
His Great Bepresentatiye then stole away 
Lady Salisbmy's garters as part of the play.— 
— That as to Prince Hal's hesng taken to jail. 
By the London Pofice, without mainprise or \ml. 

For coflGing a jndge, 

It's a regular fudge ; 
And that Chief-Jnstice Oasooigne, it's Tety well known, 
Was kick'd out the moment he came to the throne. — 
— Then that Richard the Third was a ^marrellons proper man'— 
Neyer kilf d, iignred, or wrong'd of a wapper^ man.— • 

Ne'er wish'd to smother 

The sons of his Inrother, — 
Nor OTor stack Harry the Sixth, who, instead 
Of being sqnabash'd, as in Shakspeare we're read. 
Caught a bad influema, and died in his bed, 
In the Tower, not far firom the room where the Quard is 
(The octagon one that adjoins IXoffus Hardy's). 
— That, in short, aQ the 'facts' in the Decern 8cnp4ore9 
Are nothing at all but sheer humbugging stories." 

Then if, as he rows, both this country and France in. 
Historians thus gaye themselyes up to romancing. 
Notwithstanding what most of them join in adyandng 
RespectiDg Sir Christopher's capering and prancing, 

'TwiU cause no surprise 

If we find that his rise 
Is not to be solely ascribed to his dancing t 
The fact is, Sir Christopher, early in life. 
As all bachelors should do, had taken a wife^ ^ 

A Fanshawe by family, — one of a house 
Wen descended, but boasting less '< nobles" than now; 

Though e'en as to purse 

He might haye done worse, 
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For I find, on pemsing her Grandfather's will, it is 
Clear she had « good gifts beside possibilities,"* 

Owches and rings, 

And such sort of things, 
Orellana shares (then the American Stocks), 
Jeweird stomachers, coifs, mffs, silk-stockings with clocks, 
Point-lace, cambric handkerchiefs, nightcaps, and — socks— 
(Recondite apparel contained in her box), 

— ^Then the height of her breeding 

And depth of her reading 
lilight captiyate any gay yonth, and, in leading 
Him on to *« propose," well excuse the proceeding ; 
Truth t<? tell, as to ^< reading," the Lady was thought to do 
More than she should, and know more than ^e ought to do ; 

Her maid, it was said. 

Declared that she read 
(A custom all staid folks discourage) in bed ; 

And ^at often o' nights. 

Odd noises and sights 
In her mistress's chamber had giVn her sad frights, 
After an in the mansion had put out their lights. 
And she verily thought that hobgoblins and sprites 
Were there, kicking up all sorts of devil's delights;—- 
Miss Alice, in short, was supposed to "collogue " — I 
Don't much like the word — with the subtle old rogue, I 
've heard call'd by so^ many names — one of then^'s ** Bogy "— 

Indeed 'twas conceived. 

And by most folks believed, 
-^A thing at which all of her well-wishers griev'd - 
That should she incline to play such a vagary. 
Like sage Lady Branzholm, her contempo-rary 
(Excuse the false quantity, reader I- pray), "^ 

Bhe could turn a knight into a wagon of hay, 
Or two nice little boys into puppies at play, 

• tt Seven hundred pounds and poffiihilitieB is good gifts." 

8iB HUQB Bfim. 
29* 
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JSaiton dephuy not a doubt coold exist of her 
Pow*r to torn " Kit Hatton" into ** Sir ehristopher ; " 
But what " mighty magic/' or strong " conjuratioiiy'' 
IVHiether kre-powder, philtre, or other potation 

She used, I confess, 

I'm unable to guess,— 

Much less to express 

By what skill and address 
She "cut and contriyed" with such signal success. 
As we Londoners saj, to <<inwiggle" Queen Bess, 

Inasmuch as I lack heart 

To study the Black Art; 
Be that as it may,— it 's as clear as the sun, 
Thaty howey^r she did it, 'twas certainly done ! 

How, they're afl very well, titles, honour, and rank, 
Still we can't but admit, if we choose to be fiwuk. 
There's no hann in a snug little sum in the Bankl 

An old proTcrb says, 

"Pudding stiH before praise I " 
An adage well known I 'ye no doubt in those' days, 
And George Colman, the Younger, in one of his plays, 
Makes one of his characters loudly declare 
That " a Lord without money," — I quote firom his "Heir^ 
At-Law " — " 's but a poor wishy-washy alFair I " — 
In her subsequent conduct I think we can see a 
Strong proof the Dame entertain'd some such idea^ 

IBfiT, onoe in the palace, 

We find Lady Alice 
Again playing tricks with her Majesty's chalice 

In the way that the Jocose^ in 

Onr days, term "hocussing;" 
The liquor she used, as I Ve said, she kept dose, 
But whateyer it was, she now doubled ^e dpse I 

(So true is the saying, 

^« yfe neyer can sta^, iij 
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Oar progress, when once with the foul fiend we league ns/' 
— She '* dootor'd" the punch, and she <* doctor'd'' the negus. 
Taking care not to put in sufficient to flayour it, 

Ti]]» at eyery fresh sip, 

That moistened her lip, 
The "^^rs^ Queen grew more attach'd to her Payourite. 

« No end" now he commands 

Of money and lands. 
And, as George Bobios says, when he 's writing about houses, 
<< Messuages, tenements, crofts, tofts, and outhouses," 
Parks, manors, chases. She <<giye8 and she grants. 
To him and his heirs, and his imdes and aunts ; " 
"Whateyer he wants, he has only to ask it, 
And aQ other suitors are <* left in the basket^" 

Till Dudley and Rawlei^ 

Began to look squaUy, 
"While eyen graye Cecil, the famous Lord Burleigh, 
Himself, '< shook his head," and grew snappish and sojAj. 

All this was fine sport, 

As our authors report, 
To dame Alice, become a great Lady at Qourt, 
Where none than her Ladyshi]^ husband look'd bigger, 
Who " led the brawls" * still with the same grace and yigour, 
Though.losing a little in slimness and figure ; 
For eating and drinking all day of the best 

Of yiands well dressed, 

With " Burgess's Zest," 
Is apt, by degrees, Ui enlarge a man's yest; 
And, what in Sir Christopher went to increase it, he 
'd always been rather inclined to obesity ; 
— Few men in those times were found to grow thinner 
With beefisteaks for breakfast and pork-pie for dinner. 

* The gnre Lord Keeper led the brawle, 
' The bmHb and maoee danced befbre him.— GaiT. 
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Now it's really a difficult problem to say 

How long matters might have gone^n in tMs way, 

If it had Aot nnluckily happened one day 
That Nick, — who, because 
He 'd the goat in his claws . 

And his hoofs — (he 's by no means so yonng as he was, 

And is subject of late to a sort of rheumatic a^- 

-ttaok that partakes both of gout and sciatica,) — 

An the night long had twisted and grinn'd. 
His pains much increased by an easterly wind, 
Which always compels him to hobble and limp. 
Was strongly advised by his medical Imp 
To lie by a little, and give oyer work. 
For he 'd lately been slaTing away like a Turk, 
On the Guinea-coast, helping to open a braye trade 
In niggers, with Hawkins * who founded the slaye-trade, 
So he call'd for his ledger, the constant resource 
Of your mercantile folk, when they're "not in full force;" 
— If a cold or catarrh makes them husky and hoarse. 
Or a touch of gout keeps them away firom "the Boubsb," 
They look oyer their books as a matter of course. 
Now scarce had Nick tnm'd oye» one page or two, 
Ere a prominent Uem attracted his yiew, 
A Bill ! — that had now been some days oyerdue. 
From one Alice Hatton, nSe Fanshawe — a name 
Which you 'U recognise, reader, at once as the same 
With that borne by Sir Christopher's erudite dame ! 
The signature — much more prononde than pink, 
Seem'd written in blood — but it might be red ink^ 
tndle the rest of the deed 
He proceeded to read, 

* Sir John Hawkins for ** blB worthjfe attempts and serTtoM," and beeanse 
** in the same he had dyrers conflights with the Morjans, and slew and toke 
dyrers of the same Moryans,** reoeiTed firom Elisabeth an hmumnMe augmen- 
tation to his coat armour, including, for bis erest, **A Jhmi-MMniMMe, wUh 
two manacUi on each armf or** 
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Like ty*>Tj ** biH, bond, or acquittance " whose date is 
Three hundred years old, ran in Latin, — ^^SeiaUM 
(DiaboUf) omnes ad gii09 kcee perpemeni — " 
— ^But courage, dear Reader, I mean to be lenient, 
And scorn to inflict on you half the <* Law-reading" 
I pick'd up «umquhile" in three days' special pleading, 
Which cost me — a theme I'll not pause to digress on — 
Just thirty-three pounds six-and-eightpence a lesson— 
« As I 'm stout, I '11 be merciful," therefore, and sparing 
All these technicalities, end by declaring 

The deed so correct 

As to make one suspect, ^ 

(Were it possible any such person could go there) 
Old Nick had a special attorney below there : 
'Twas so fram'd and expressed no tribunal could shake it, 
And firm as red wax and hlaek ferret eould make it 

By the roll of his eye 

As Old Nick put it by. 
It was clear he had made up his mind what to do 
In respect of the course he should haye to pursue. 
When his hoof would allow him to put'on a shoe 1 1 

Now although the Lord Keeper held under the crown, house 
And land in the country — he 'd never a Town-house, 

And, as we haye seen, 

His course always had been, 
When he wanted a thing, to solicit the Queen, . 
So now, in the hope of a firesh acquisition. 
He danced off to Court with his *< Humble Petition," 

« Please your Majesty's Grace, 

I haye not a place, 
I can well put my head in, to dine, sup, or sleep I 
Tour Grace's Lord Keeper has nowhere to keep. 

So I beg and intreat, 

At your Majesty's feet. 
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That your Grace will be graciously pleased for to say, 

With as little delay 

As your Miyesty may, 
Where your Uniwtj^B Grace's Lord Keeper's to stay— 
And your Grace's Petitioner e^fr wUl pray I " 

• The Qaeen, when she heard 

This petition preferr'd, 
Gaye ear to Sir Christopher's suit at a word ; — 
«< Odds Bobs, my good Lord I ** was her gracious reply, 

I don't know, not I, 

Any good reason why 
A Lord Keeper, like you, should not always be nigh 
To advise — and deyise — and revise — our supply — 
A House ! we're surprised that the thing did not strike 
Us before — Yes ! — of course I — Fray, whose house would you 

Hkel- 
When I do things of this kind, I do them genteelly: 
A House ? — let me see ! there 's the Bishop of Ely I 
A capital mansion, I'm told, the proud knave is in. 
Up there in Holbom, just opposite Thavie's Inn — 
Where the strawberries grow so fine and so big. 
Which our Grandmother's Uncle tuck'd in like a pig. 
King Richard the Third, which you all must have read of — 
The day, — don't you know? — he cut Hastings' head oif — 
And mark me, proud prelate I — I 'm speaking to you. 
Bishop Heaton! — you need not> my lord, look so blue— 
Give it up on the instant 1 I don't mean to shock you. 

Or else by 1 — (The Bishop waa shock'dl)— III unfrock 

youll" 

The Queen turns abruptly her back on the group. 
The courtiers all bow as she passes, and stoop 
To kiss, as she goes, the hind flounce of her hoop. 
And Sir Christopher, having thus danced to some tune, 
Skips away with much glee in his best rigadoon ! 
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While poor Bishop Heaton, 

Who found himself beaten, 
In serious alann at the Qaeen's contumeliottg 
And menacing tone, at onoe gave him up Ely House, 
With eyery appurtenance thereto belonging, 
Including ^e strawberry beds 'twas so strong in ; 
Politely he bow'd to the gratified minion. 
And said, « There can be, my good lord, in opinion 

No difference betwixt yours 

And mine as to fixtures, 

And tables, ahd chairs — 

We need no surveyors — 
Take them just as you find them, without reservation, 
Grates, coppers^ and all, at your own Taluation ! " . 



Well I the object is gainVl t 

A good town-house obtidn'd. 
The next thing to be thought of, is now 
The « house-warming" party — the when and the how — 
. The Court ladies call, 

One and aU, great and small, 
Por an elegant << Spread," and more elegant Ball, 
* So, Sir Christopher, Tain as we know of his capering. 
No sooner had finished his painting and papering, 

Than he sat down and wrote 

A nice little pink note 
To every great Lord, whom he knew, and his spouse, 
« From our poor place on Holbom-hill (late Ely House). 
Lord Keeper, and Dame Alice Hatton, request 
Lord So-andH3o's (name, style, or title exprest) 

Good company on "^ 

The next eve of St. John, 
Vis. : Friday week, June 24th, as their guest, * 

To partake of poMuck, 

And taste a fat buck. 
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K.B. Yenison on table ezMtij at 8, 
QnadriUes In the afternoon. 

R. B. V. P- 

For my good Lord of So-andHM>y these, and his wife; 

Bide! ridel forthylifel for thy life! for thy life!" 

Thna, eonrtien were wont to indorse thdr ezprssses • 

In Harry the YHIth's time, and also Qneen Bess's. 

The Bame, for her part, too, took order that eards 

Bhonhl be sent to the mess-rooms of all the Hnssards, 

The Household troops, Train-bands, and horse and foot Qnards. 

. Well, the day for the rout 

At length came about, 
And the bells of Qt Andrew's rang merrily oat^ * 
As horse-litter, coach, and pad-nag, with its pillion, 
(The mode of oonToyance then used by << the MUlion,") 

All gallant and grand, 

Defiled from the Strand, 
Some through Chanceiy (then an unpared and much wetter) 

Lane, 
Others through Shoe (which was not a whit better) Lane ; 
Others through Fewtiu^s (corrupted to Fetter) Lane; 
Some from Cheapside, and St Mary-le-Bow, 
from Bishopsgate Street, Bowgate Hill,* and Budge Bow. 

They come and they go. 

Squire and Dame, Belle and Beau, 
Down Snore Hill (which we hare since whitewaah'd to Snow), 
All eager to see the magnificent show. 
And sport what some call ** a fantastical toe ;" 

In silk and in satin, 

To batten and fatten 
Upon the good cheer of Sir Christopher Hatton. 

A flourish, trumpets I — sound again I^ — 

He comes, Bold Drake, the chief who made a 

* Sir FJraBds Drake's hoiue, " the Arbour,'' stood here. 
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Fine haah of all the pow'rs of Spain, 

And so serv'd out their Grand Armada ; 
With him oome Frobisher and Hawkins, 

In yellow ruffs, rosettes, and stockings. 

Boom for my Lord 1 — proud Leicester's Earl 

Betires awhile from courtly cares. 
Who took his wife, poor hapless girl I 

And pitched her neck and heels down stairs, 
Proving, in hopes to wed a richer, 

If not her << friend," at least her « pitcher." 

A flourish, trumpets I strike the drums I 

Will Shakspeare, never of his pen sick. 
Is here— next Doctor Masters comes, 

Benown'd afar for curing men sick,^ ~ 
Queen's Sergeant Barham* with his buns 

And tipstaye coif, and wig forensic ; 
(He lost, unless Sir Bichard lies, his 

Life at the famous « Black Assizes." 

Boom I Boom I for great Cecil I — place, place, for his dame t — 
Boom! Boom! for Southampton — for Sidney, whose name 
As a Preuz ChevaiUr, in the records of Fame, 
''Beats Banagher" — e'en now his praises, we all sing 'em. 
Knight, poet, Gentleman I — Boom I for Sage Walsingham t 

Boom ! for Lord Hunsdon ! — Sussex 1 — for Bawleigh I — 
For Ihooldsbt! t Oh I it's enough to appal ye ! 

Dear me I how they call I 

How they squall! how they bawl! 
This dame has lost her shoe — that one her shawl — 
My Lord 's got a tumble — my lady a faU ! — 

KowaHall! aHalll 

A Brawl! a Brawl! 

* OaUed hj Sir Blohud Baker ** The fitmous Lawyer."— Sec hit Chrvnick. 
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Here's my Lord Keeper Hatton, so stately and tall! 
Has led out Lady Hansdon to open the Ball I 

Fiddlers I Fiddlers! fiddle away! 
Resin, yonr catgut ! fiddle and play ! 

A ronndelay ! 

Fiddle away! 
Obey I obey ! — hear what they all say I 
Hip ! — Music ! — Nosey 1 1 — play up there I — play ! 
Never was anything half so gay 
As Sir Christopher Hatton's grand holiday! 

The clock strikes twelye ! — who cares for the dock ? 
Who cares for Hark ! — What a loud Single-knock I 

Dear me! dear me! 

Who can it be ? — 
Why, who can be coming at this time of night, 
With* a knock like that honest folk to affright !— 

"Affright?" — yes, affright! — there are many who mock 
At fear, and in danger stand firm as a rock. 
Whom the roar of the battle-field nerer could shock, 
Tet quail at the sound of a vile " Single knock ! " 
Hark I — what can the Porter be thinking of? — What ! — 
If the booby has not let him in, I '11 be shot ! — 
Dear me ! liow hot 
The room 's all at once got ! — 
And what rings through the roof? — 
It 's the sound of a hoof! * 

It's some donkey a-coming upstairs at full trot! 
Stay! — the folding-doors open ! the leaves are thrown back, 
And in dances U tall Figurant — all in black! ! 

Gracious me, what an entrechat ! Oh, what a bound ! 
Then with what an a-plomb he comes down to the ground ! 
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Look there ! look there I 

Now he *s up in the air ! ^ 
Now he's here! — now he's there — now he's no qne knows 

where I — 
See ! see ! — he 's kick'd over a table and chur I 
There they go ! — all the strawberries, flowers, and sweet herbs, 

Tnm'd o'er and o'er, 

Down on the floor, 
Ey'ry caper he cuts oyersets or disturbs 
All the "Keen's Seedlings," and " Wilmot's Superbs!" 

There 's a pirouette I — we 're 

All a great deal too near I « 

A ring ! — give him room or he.'ll * * shin " you — stand dear ! 
There 's a spring again 1 — oh ! 'tis quite frightfiil ! — oh dear ! 
His toe 's broke the top of the glass chandelier I ! 

Now he's down again — look at the congees and bows 
And talaanu which he makes to the Dame of the House, 
Lady Alice, the noble Lord Treasurer's spouse I 

Gome, now we shall view 

A grand jmm de deux 
, Perform'd in the very first style by these two 
— But no I — she recoils — she could scarce look more pale if 
Instead of a Beau's 'twas the bow of a Bailiff! — 
He holds out his hand — she declines it, and draws 
Back her own — see ! — he grasps it with horrid black claws, 
Like the short, sharp, strong nails of a Polar Bear's paws ! I 

Then she- " scream'd such a scream 1 " 

Such another, I deem. 
As, long after, Miss Mary Brown '"' scream'd in her dream. 
Well she might ! for 'twas shrewdly remark'd by her Page, 
A sharp little boy about twelve years of age, 

• Vide the celebrated ballad of "Giles Scmggiii8.»-ai<fiaeft'« edL, 7 Dials, 
Xond.1841 
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Who was standing close by 

When she T\tter'd her cry, 
That the whole of lier arm shiiyell'd up, and grew dry, 
While the fingers and thumb of t|ie hand he had got 
In his clutches became on the instant sbd hot 1 1 

Now he whirls and he twirls 

Through the girls in their euxis. 
And their rouge, and their feathers, and diamonds, and pearls; 

Now high, — now low, — 

Now fast> uid now slow, 
In terrible circumgyration they go ; 
The flsme-colour'd Belle and her coffee-faced Beau. 

Up they go once I and up they go twice t — 
Bound the hall ! — round the hall ! — and now up they go thrice ! 
Now one gnndpiraueUe, the performance to crown! 
Now again they go up 1 1 —and they hsyxs comx down ! I ! 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

The thunder roars! 

And the rain it pours! 
And the ligh]tning comes in through the windows and doors ! 

Then more calling, and bawling, 

And squalling, and falling. 
Oh ! what a fearftil " stramash" they are all in! 

Out they all sally. 

The whole corps de ballet — 
Some dash down Holbom>hill into the ralley. 
Where stagnates Fleet Ditch at the end of Harp Alley, 
Borne f other way, with a speed quite amazing. 
Nor pause to take breath till they get beyond Gray's Inn. 
In every sense of the word, such a rout of it, 
Never was made in London or out of it ! 

When they came the next day to examine the scene, 
There was scarcely a vestige of all that had been ; 
The beautiful tapestry, blue, red, and green, 
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Was all blacken'd and soorch'd, and look'd dirty and mean. 
All the crockery broken, dish, plate, and tureen! 
While those who looked up could perceive in the roof, 
One very large hole in the ishape of a hoof I 

Of poor Lady Hatton, it's needless to say, 

No traces have ever been found to this day. 

Or the terrible dancer who whisk'd her away;. 

But out in the conrt-yard — and just in that part 

Where the pump stands — lay bleeding a labgb Humah HsabtI 

And sundry large stains 

Of blood and of brains. 
Which had not been wash'd off notwithstanding the rainSy 
Appeared on the wood, and the handle and chains. 
As if somebody's head with a very hard thump, 
Had been recently knocked on the top of the pump. 
That pump is no more ! — that of which you 'ye just read,-— 
But they Ve put a new iron one up in its stead. 

And stifl, it is said. 

At that <• small hour" so dread. 
When all sober people are cozy in bed. 
There may sometimes be seen on a moondiiny night. 
Standing close by the new pump, a Lady in White, 
Who keeps pumping away with, ''twould seem, all her mighi. 
Though never a drop comes her pains to requite I 
And hence many passengers now are debarr'd 
From proceeding at nightfall through Bleeding^Heart Tardl 

MOBAL. 

Fair Ladies attend! 

And if you *ve a " friend 
At Court," don't attempt to bamboozle or trick her! 
— Don't meddle with negus, or any mix'd liquor ! — 
Don't dabble in << Magic I " my story has shown. 
How wrong 'tis to use any charms but your own! 
80* 
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Young GenUemen, too, may, I think, take a hint, 

Of the same kind, from what I 'ye here ventured to print, 

M Conjuring 's had ! they may get in a scrape, 

Before they 're aware, and whatever its shape, 

They may find it no easy affair to escape. 

It 's not everybody that comes off so well 

From Uger-^e-mam tricks as Mr. BmneL 

Don't dance with a Stranger who looks like a Gay, 
And when dancing don't cnt yonr capers too higjh ! 

Depend on't the fault's in 

Tonr method of waltiing, 
If ever yon kick ont the candles — don't try I 

At a^aU or a play, 

Or any Mtrle, 
When %petU itn^fer constitates the "Apr^," 
If strawb'ries and cream with Chaxpaoitb form a part, 
Take care of yonr Hbad — and take care of yonr Hbabt I 

If yon want a new house 

For yourself and your spouse. 
Buy, or build one, — and honestly pay, eveiy brick, for it I 
Don't be so green as to go to o!d Nick for it — 
— Go to George Robins — hell find you << a perch^" 
{DtUee JDamum *$ his wj^rd,) without robbing the Qrareh I 

The last piece of advice which I'd have you regard 

Is, « don't go of a night into Bleeding^Heart Yard," 

It's a dark, little, dirty, black, ill-looking square. 

With queer people about, and unless yoti take care, 

You may find when your pocket's clean'd out and left ba^ 

That the iron one u not the only <* Puxp" there I 
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Ah why those piteous sounds of Tree, 
Lone wanderer of the dreary night ? 

Thy gashing tears in torrents flow, 
Thy bosom pants in wild affright! 

And thou, within whose iron breast 
Those frowns austere too tndy tell, . 

Mild pity, heayen-deseended guest, 
Hath never, never deign'd to dwelL 

*<That rode, unciyil touch forego," 

Stern despot of a fleeting hour I 
Nor '<make the angels weep" to know 

The fond << fantastic tricks" of power I 

Know'st thou not " mercy is not strain'd, 

But droppeth as the gentle dew," 
And while it blesseth him who gain'd. 

It blesseth him who gave it> too ! 

Say, what art thou ? and what is he, 

Pale victim of despair and pain. 
Whose streaming eyes and bended knee » 

Sue to thee thus — and sue in vain? 

Cold, callous man ! — he scorns ,to yield. 

Or aught relax his felon gripe. 
But answers, «I'm Inspector Field! 

And this here warment's prigg'd yourldpe." 

866 
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▲ LEQSNB or THX WEALD OV KffiVT. 

« The wig'i tlM thiagl the wig( the wigP— OU Smg. 

^* Joe/' said old Jarvis, looking oat of his window — 
it was his gronnd-floor back,— '^ Joe^ yon seem to be very 
hot, Joe, — and you have got no wig 1" 

** Yes, sir,'' quoth Joseph, pausing and resting upon 
his spade, *' it's as hot a day>8 ever I dee; but the celery 
must be got in, or there'll be n6 autumn crop, and — '' 

<< Well, but Joe, the sun's so hot, and it shines so on 
your bald head, it makes one wink to look at it. You'll 
have a coup-dc'^eiij Joe." 

"AirAa/, sir?" 

<< No matter; it's very hot working; and if you'll step 
in doors, I'll give you — *' 

<< Thank ye, your honour, a drop of beer will be very 
acceptable." 

Joe's countenance brightened amazingly. 

"Joe, I'll give you — my old wigl" 
1 The countenance of Joseph fell, his grey eye had 
glistened, as a blest vision of double X flitted athwart 
his fancy; its glance faded again into the old, filmy, 
gooseberry>cok)ured hue, as he growled, in a minor key, 
"A wig, sir!" 

" Yes, Joe, a wig I The man who does not study the 
comfort of his dependants is an unfeeling scoundreL 
You shall have-my old, worn-out wig." 

856 . 
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"I hope, sir, you'll give me a drop o' beer to drink 
your honour's health in, — it is very hot, and — " 

« Come in, Joe, and Mrs. Witherspoon shall give it 
you." 

" Heayen bless your honour I" said honest Joe, striking 
his spade perpendicularly into the earth, and walking 
with more than usual alacrity towards the close-cut, 
quickset hedge which separated Mr. Jarvis's garden from 
the high road. 

From the quickset hedge aforesaid he now raised, with 
all due delicacy, a weJl-wom and somewhat dilapidated 
jacket, of a stuff by drapers most pseudonymously 
termed " everlasting." Alack I alack ! .what is there to 
which temjMM edax rentm will accord that epithet f— 
In its high and palmy days it had been all of a piece; 
but as its master's eye now fell upon it, the expression of 
his countenance seemed to say witl^Octavian, 

** Those days are gpne, Floranthe I" 

It was now, from frequent patching, a coat not unlike 
that of the patriarch, one of many colours. 

Joseph Washfbrd inserted his wrists into the cor- 
responding orifices of the tattered garment, and with a 
steadiness of circumgyration, to be acquired only by long 
and sufficient practice, swung it horizontally over his 
ears, and settled himself into it. 

'< Confound your old jacket \^' cried a yoice from the 
other side the hedge, ^'keep it down, you rascal ! don't 
you see my horse is frightened at it?" 

<< Sensible beast!" apostrophised Joseph, ''I've been 
frightened at it myself eveiy day for the last two years I" 
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The gardener cast a rueful glance at its deeve, and 
pursued his way to the door of the back kitchen. 

''Joe/' said Mrs. Witherspoon, a fat, comely dame, 
of about five-and-forty, ''Joe, your master is but too 
good to yon; he is always kind and considerate. Joe, 
he has desired me to ^ve you his old wig/^. 

"And the beer, Ma'am Witherspoon?'' said Wash- 
ford, taking the proffered cazon, and looking at it with 
an expression somewhat short of rapture; — "and the 
beer, ma'am ?'^ 

"The beer, you guzzling wretch! — what beeff 
Master said nothing about no beer. You ungrateful 
fellow, has not jie given you a wig?'' 

" Why, yes,' Madam Witherspoon ; but then, you see, 
his honour said it was yery hot, and I'm yery dry, 
and—" 

"Go to the pump, sot!" said Mrs. Witherspoon, as 
she slammed the back-door in the face of the petitioner* 

Mrs. Witherspoon was *" of the Lady Huntingdon per- 
suasion," and Honorary Assistant Secretaryto the Apple- 
dore branch of the "Ladies' Grand Junction Waler- 
working Temperance Society." 

Joe remained for a few moments lost in mental ab- 
straction ; he looked at the door, he looked at the wig; 
his first thought was to throw it into the pig-stye, — his 
corruption rose, but he resisted the impulse ; he got the 
better of Satan ; the half-formed imprecation died before 
it reached his lips. He looked disdainfully at the wig; 
it had once been a comely jasey^ enough, of the colour 
of over-baked ginger-bread, one of the description com- 
monly known during the latter half of the last century 
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by the name of a "brown Gkorge." The specieS; it Is 
to be feared, is now* extinct, bat a few, a very few of the 
same description might, till very lately, be occasionally 
seen, — rartnantes in gurgite vasto, — the glorious relics 
of a by-gone day, crowning the cerehdlum of some yene- 
rated and yenerable provost, or judge of assize ; but Mr. 
Jarvis's wig had one peculiarity; unlike most of its fel- 
lows, it had a tail! — "cribbed and confined," indeed^ 
by a shabby piece of faded shalloon. 

Washford looked at it again ; he shook his bald head ; 
the wig had certainly seen its best days; still it had 
tibout it somewhat of an air of &ded gentility, — it was 
" like ancient Rome, majestic in decay,'^ — and as the 
Small ale was not to be forthcoming, why — after all, an 
old wig was better than nothing I 

Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis, of Appledore, in the Weald of 
Kent, was a gentleman by lict of parliament ; one of 
that class of gentlemen, who, disdaining the hourgeou- 
sounding name of "attomey-at-law,'' are, by a legal fic- 
tion, denominated solicitors. I say by a legal fiction, for 
surely the general tenor of the intimation received by 
such as enjoy the advantage of their correspondence, has 
little in common with the idea usually attached to the 
term " solicitation.'* "If you don't pay my bill and 
costs, I'll send you to jail," is a very energetic etUreaty, 
There are, it is true, etymologists who derive their style 
and title from the L^tin infinitive " ^o^icitotVe," to 
"make anxious," — in all probability they are right. 

If this be the true etymology of his title, as it was the 
main end of his calling, then was Jeremiah Jarvis a 
worthy exemplacr of the gemtA to which he belonged. 
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Few pienons in his time had created greater solicttade 
among hii Majestya lieges within the *^ Weald." He 
was rich, of course. The hest house in the country- 
town is always the lawyer's, and it generally boasts a 
green door, stone steps, and a brass knocker. In neither 
of these appendages to opulence was Jeremiah deficient/ 
but then he was so very rich; his reputed wealth, indeed, 
passed all the common modes of acconntiDg for its in- 
crease. True, he was so universal a fayourite that every 
man whoee will he made wa9 sure to leave him a le^^y; 
that he was a sort of general assignee to all the bank* 
mptcies within twenty miles of Appledore; was clerk to 
half the << trusts ; '' and treasurer to most of the << rates,'' 
<< funds,'' and '^subscriptions,^' in that part qf the conn* 
try } that he was land-agent to Lord Mountrhino, and 
steward to the rich Miss Tabbytale of Smerrididdle Hall ! 
that ho had been guardian (?) to three young profligates 
who all ran through their property, which, somehow or 
another, came at last into his hands, *^ at an equitable 
valuation." Still his possessions were so considerable, 
as not to be altogether accounted for, in vulgar esteem, 
even by these and other honourable modes of acoumula> 
tion ; nor were there wanting those who conscientiously 
entertained a belief that a certain dark-coloured gentie- 
man, of indifferent character, known principally by his 
predilection for appearing in perpetual mourning, had 
been through life his great friend and counsellor, and had 
mainly assisted in the acquirement of his revenues. 
That ''old Jerry Jarvis had sold himself to the devil" 
was, indeed, a dogma which it were heresy to doubt in 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



JERRT JARYIS'S WIG. 361 

Appledore; — on this head, at least, there were few 
schismatics in the parish. 

When the worthy " Solicitor " next looked out of his 
ground-floor back, he smiled with much complacency at 
beholding Joe Washford again hard at work — in his 
wig — the little tail aforesaid oscillating like a pendulum 
. in the breeze. If it be asked what could induce a gen- 
tleman, whose leading principle seems to have been self- 
appropriation, to make so magnificent a present, the an- 
swer is, that Mr. Jarvis might, perhaps, have thought 
an occasional act of benevolence necessary or politic ', he 
is not the only person, who, having stolen a quantity of 
leather, has given away a pair of shoes, pour V amour de 
DieUj — perhaps he had other motives. 

Joe, meanwhile, worked away at the celery-bed ; but 
truth obliges us to say, neither with the same degree of 
vigour or perseverance as had marked the earlier efforts 
of the morning. His pauses were more frequent*; he * 
rested longer on the handle of his spade ; while ever and 
anon his eye would wander from the trench beneath him 
to an object not unworthy the contemplation of a natural 
philosopher. This was an apple-tree. 

Fairer fruit never tempted Eve, or any of her daugh- 
ters ; the bending branches groaned beneath their luxu- 
riant freight, and dropping to earth, seemed to ask the 
protecting aid of man, either to support or to relieve 
them. The fine, rich glow of their sunstreaked clusters 
derived additional loveliness from the level beams of the 
descending day-star. An anchorite's mouth had watered 
^at the pippins. 

On the precise graft of the espalier of Eden, " San- 
31 
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cboniatboD; Manetho^ and Berosus'^ are undecided; th« 
best-informed TalmudistS; boweyer^ bayei if we are to 
believe Dr. Pinner's German Version^ pronounced it a 
Bibstone pippin^ and a Ribstone pippin-tree it was tbat 
now attracted tbe optics, and discomposed tbe inner man 
of tbe tbirsty, patient, but perspiring gardener. Tbe 
beat was still oppressive ; no beer bad moistened bis lip, 
tbongb its very name, uttered as it was in tbe ungracious 
tones of a Witbevpoon, bad left bebind a longing as in- 
tense as fruitless. His tbirst seemed supernatural, wben 
at tbis moment bis left ear experienced " a sligbt and 
tickling sensation,'' sucb as we are assured is occasionally 
produced by an infinitesimal dose in bomoeopatby ; a still, 
small voice — it was as tbougb a daddy-long-legs were 
whispering in bis tympanum — a small voice seemed to 
say, " Joe ! — take an apple, Joe ! !" 

Honest Joseph started at tbe suggestion; tbe rich 
^crimson of bis jolly nose deepened to a purple tint in 
the beams of tbe setting sun ; bis very forehead was in- 
carnadine. He raised bis band to scratch bis ear, — the 
little tortuous tail bad worked its way into it, — be pulled 
it out by tbe bit of shalloon, and allayed the itching, 
then cast his eye wistfully towards the mansion where his 
master was sitting by the open window. Joe pursed up 
bis parched lips into an arid whistle, and with a desperate 
energy struck his spade once more into the celery-bed. 

Alack I alack ! what a piece of work is man I — how 
short bis triumphs I — how frail bis resolutions ! 

From this fine and very original moral reflection we 
turn reluctantly to record the sequel. Tbe celery-bed, 
alluded to as tbe main scene of Mr. Washford's opeia- 
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rations; was drawn in a rectilinear direction, nearly across 
the whole breadth of the parallelogram that comprised 
the " Kitchen garden." Its northern extremity abutted 
to the hedge before mentioned, its southern one — woe is 
me that it should have been so I — was in fearful vicinity 
to the Ribstone pippin-tree. One branch, low bowed to 
earth, seemed ready to discharge its precious burden into 
the very trench. As Joseph stooped to insert the last 
plant with his dibble, an apple of more than ordinary 
beauty bobbed against his knuckles. — "He's taking 
snuff, Joe," whispered the^ame small voice ; — the tail 
had twisted itself iuto its old position. " He is sneezing ! 
— now, Joe I — now 1," And, ere the agitated horticul- 
turist could recover from his surprise and alarm, the fruit 
was severed, and — in his hand I 

" He ! he ! he 1" shrilly laughed, or seemed to laugh, 
that accursed little pigtail. — Washford started at once to 
the perpendicular; — with an enfrenzied grasp he tore 
the jasey from his head, and, with that in one hand, and 
his ill-acquired spoil in the other, he rushed distractedly 
from the garden I 

All that night was the humble couch of the once 
happy gardener haunted with the most fearful visions. 
He was stealing apples, — he was robbing hen-roosts,-^ 
he was altering the chalks upon the milk-score, — he had 
purloined three chemises from a hedge, and he awoke in 
the very act of cutting the throat of one of Squire Hodgt's 
sheep I A clammy dew stood upon his temples, — the 
cold perspiration burst from every pore, — he sprang in 
terror from the bed. 
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"Why, Joe, what ails thee, man?" cried the usually 
incurious Mrs.Washford ; " what he the matter with thee ? 
Thee ha^t done nothing hut grant and growl all t' night 
long, and now thee dost stare as if thee saw summut. 
What bees it, Joe?" 

A long-drawn sigh was her husband's only answer : 
his eye fell upon the bed. " How the devil came ihat 
here?" quoth Joseph, with a sudden recoil: '^who put 
that thing on my pillow ?" 

" Why, I did, Joseph. Th' ould nightcap is in the 
wash, and thee didst toss and tumble so, and kiek the 
clothes off, I thought thee^mightest catch cowld, so I 
clapt t' wig atop o' thee head.^^ 

And there it lay, — the little sinister-looking tail 
impudently perked up, like an infernal gnomon on a 
Satanic dial-plate — Larceny and Ovicide shone in 
every hair of it I 

** Ih« dawn wu orercaBt, the morning lower'd . 
And heayily in olouds bronglit on the day,** 

when Joseph Washford once more repaired to the scene 
of his daily labours ; a sort of unpleasant consciousness 
flushed his countenance, and gave him an uneasy feeling 
as he opened the garden-gate : for Joe, generally speak- 
ing, was honest as the skin between his brows; his 
^ hand faltered as it pressed the latch. " Pooh, pooh I 
'twas but an apple, aflcr all V said Joseph. He pushed 
open the wicket, and found himself beneath the tempting 
tree. 

But vain now were all its fascinations; like fairy gold 
seen by the morning light, its charms had faded into very 
nothingness. Worlds, to say nothing of apples^ which^ 
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in sbape^ resemble them; would not have bought him to 
stretch forth an unhallowed hand again^ He went 
steadily to his work. 

The day continued cloudy ; huge drops of rain fell at 
intervals, stamping his bald pate with spots as big as 
haIQ)ence ; but Joseph worked on. As the day advanced, 
showers fell thick and frequent; the fresh-turned earth 
was itself fragrant as a bouquet, — Joseph worked on ; and 
when at last Jupiter Pluvius descended in all his majesty, 
soaking the ground into the consistency of a dingy pud- 
ding, he ijut on his party-coloured jacket, and strode to- 
wards his humble home, rejoicing in his ^renewed inte- 
grity. " 'Twas but an apple, after all I Had it been an 
apple-pie, indeed ! " — 

" An apple-pie ! " the thought was a dangerous one — 
too dangerous to dwell on. But Joseph's better Genius 
was at this time lord of the ascendant; — he dismissed 
it, and passed on. 

On arriving at his cottage, an air of bustle and confu- 
sion prevailed within, much at variance with the peaceful 
serenity usually observable in its economy. Mrs. Wash- 
ford was in high dudgeon ; her heels clattered on the 
red-tiled floor, and she whisked about the house like a 
parched pea upon a drum-head; her voice, generally 
small and low,—" an excellent thing in woman," — was 
pitched at least an octave above its ordinary level ; she 
was talking fast and furious. Something had evidently 
gone wrong. The mystery was soon explained. The 
^^ cussed ould twoad of a cat" had got into the dairy, 
and licked off the cream from the only pan their single 

cow had filled that morning I And there she now lay^ 
81 * 
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purring as in scorn. Tib, heretofore the meekest of 
mouscrs, the honestcst, the least "scac/c/Ze" of the felind 
race, — a cat that one would have sworn might have been 
trusted with untold fish, — ^yes,r-there was no denjing it, 
— proofs were too strong against her, — ^yet there she lay, 
hardened in her iniquity, coolly licking her whiskers, and 
reposing quietly upon — what? — Jerry Jarvis's old wig 1 1 

The patience of a Stoic must have yielded ; — it had 
been too much for the temperament of the Man of TJz. 
Joseph Washford lifted his hand — that hand which had 
never yet been raised on Tibby, save to fondle and caress 
— it now descended on her devoted head in oye tremen- 
dous ''dowse.^' Never was cat so astonished, — so en- 
raged — all the tiger portion of her nature rose in her 
soul. Instead of galloping off, hissing and sputtering, 
with arched back, and tail erected, as any ordinary Gri- 
malkin would unquestionably have done under similar 
circumstances, she paused a moment, — drew back on her 
haunches, — all her energies seemed concentrated for one 
prodigious spring ; a demoniac fire gleamed in her green 
and yellow eyeballs, as, bounding upwards, she fixed her 
talons firmly in each of her assailant's cheeks! — many 
and many a day after were sadly visible the marks of 
those envenomed claws — then, dashing over his shoulder 
with an unearthly ipew, she leaped through the open 
casement, and — was seen no more. 

" The Devil's in the cat ! '' was the apostrophe of Mrs. 
Margaret Washford. Her husband said nothing, but 
thrust the old wig into his pocket, and went to bathe his 
scratches at the pump. 

Day after day, night after night, 'twas all the same -a? 
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Joe Washford's life became a burden to him ; bis nataral 
upright aud honest mind struggled hard against the frailty 
of human nature. He was ever restless and uneasy; 
his frank, open, manly look, that blenched not from the 
ga2e of the spectator, was no more : a sly and sinister 
expression had usurped the place of it. 

Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis had little of what the world calls 
'* Taste," still less of Science. Ackerman would have 
called him a ^< Snob," and Buckland a '^ Nincompoop." 
Of the Horticultural Society, iia files, its fruits, and its 
fiddlings, he knew nothing. Little recked he of flowers 
— save cauliflowers — in these, indeed, he was a cannoiS' 
seur: to their cultivation and cookery the respective 
talents of Joe and Madame Witherspoon had long been 
dedicated; but as for a bouquet 1 — Hardham's 87 was 
''the only one fit for a gentleman's nose." And yet, 
after all, Jerry Jarvis had a good-looking tulip-bed. A 
female friend of his had married a Dutch merchant; 
Jerry drew the settlements; the lady paid him by a 
cheeque on " Child's," the gentleman by a present of a 
" box of roots." Jerry put the latter in his garden — 
be had rather they had been schalots. 

Not so his neighbour, Jenkinson ; he was a man of 
'•Taste" and of "Science;" he was an F.K.C.E.B.S., 
which, as he told the Vicar, implied, "Fellow of the 
Koyal Gatbartico-Emetico-Botanical Society," and his 
autograph in Sir John Frostyface's album stood next to 
that of the Emperor of all the Kussias. Neighbour 
Jenkinson fell in love with the pips and petals of " neigh- 
bour Jarvis's" tulips. There were one or two among 
them of such brilliant, such surpassing beauty, — the 
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"cups'* 80 well formed, — tbe colours so defined. To 
be sure, Mr. Jenkinson had enough in his own garden) 
but then "Enough," says the philosopher, "always 
means a little more than a man has got." — Alas I alas I 
Jerry Jarvis was never known to hestotOy — his neighbour 
dared not offer to purchase from so wealthy a man ; and, 
worse than all, Joe, the gardener, was incorruptible — ^ayi 
but the Wig? 

Joseph Washford was working away again in the blaze 
of the mid-day sun : his head looked like a copper sauce- 
pan fresh from the brazier's. 

"Why, where 's your wig, Joseph ?" said the voice of 
his master from the well-known window; "what have 
you done with your wig ? " The question was embar- 
rassing, — its tail had tickled his ear till it had made it 
sore ; Joseph had put the wig in his pocket. 

Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis was indignant ; he liked not that 
his benefits should be ill appreciated by the recipient. — 
" Hark ye, Joseph Washford," said he, " either wear my 
wig, or let me hav^ it again ! " 

There was no mistaking the meaning of his tones; 
they were resonant of indignation and disgust, of mingled 
grief and anger, the amalgamation of sentiment naturally 
produced by 

<< Friendship nnretani'd. 
And unrequited loye." 

Washford'a heart smote him : he felt all that was im- 
plied in his master's appeal. " It 's here, your Honour," 
said he ; "I had only taken it off because we have had 
a smartish shower; but the sky is brightening now," 
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The wig was replaced, and the little tortuous pigtail wrig- 
gled itself into its accustomed position. 

At this moment neighbour Jenkinson peeped over the 
hedge. 

<' Joe Washford !'' said neighbour Jenkinson. 

" Sir, to you/' was the reply. 

<^ How beautiful your tulips look after the rain I '' 

^< Ah ! sir, master sets no great store by them flowers;'' 
returned the gardener. 

'' Indeed ! Then perhaps he would have no objection 
to part with a few?" 

" Why, no ! — I don't think master would like to give 
them, — or anything else, — away, sir ] " — and Washford 
scratched his ear. *' 

" Joe ! ! ' '— said Mr. Jenkinson — " Joe 1 1 " ..# 

The Sublime, observes Longinus, is often embodied in 
a monosyllable — " Joe 1 1 ! " — Mr. Jenkinson said no 
more ; but a half-crown shone from betweea his upraised 
fingers, and its ^'poor, poor dumb mouth" spoke for him. 

How Joseph Washford's left ear did itch! — He 
looked to the ground-floor back — Mr. Jarvis had left the 
window. 

Mr. Jenkinson's ground-plot boasted, at daybreak 
next morning, a splendid Semper Augustus, <' which was 
not so before," and Joseph Washford was led home, 
much about the same time, in a most extraordinary state 
of '^civilation," from "The Three Jolly Potboys." 

From that hour he was the Fiend's ! I 

* * « « 

'^Facilis descensus AvemiP* says Virgil. " It is only 
the first step that is attended with any difficulty," says — 
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somebody else, — when speaking of the decollated mar- 
tyr, St. Dennis's walk with his head under his arm. 
"The First "Step!"— Joseph Washford had taken that 
step I — he had taken two — three — four steps ; — and 
now, from a hesitating, creeping, cat-like mode of pro- 
gression, he had got into a firmer tread — an amble — a 
positive trot! — He took the family linen "to the wash:'' 
— one of Madame Witherspoon's best Holland chemises 
was never seen after. 

Lost ? — impossible I How could it be lost ? — where 
could it be gone to? — who could have got it? It was 
her best — her very best I — she should know it among a 
hundred — among a thousand I — it was marked with a 
great W in the corner I — Lost? — ^impossible — She would 
see!" — Alas I she never «?icZ see — ^the chemise '^ ahittf 
erupit, evasit! — it was 

<'Like the lost Pleiad, Men on earth no morel** 

— ^but Joseph Washford's Sunday shirt vxu seen, finer, 
and fairer than ever, the pride and dtdce decus of the 
Meeting. 

The Meeting? — ay, the Meeting. Joe Washford 
never missed the Appledore Independent Meeting House, 
whether the service were in the morning or afternoon, — 
whether the Rev. Mr. Slyandry exhorted or made way 
for the Bev. Mr. Tearbrain. Let who ^uld officiate, 
there was Joe. As I have said before, he never missed ; 
— but other people missed — one missed an umbrella, — 
one a pair of clogs. Farmer Johnson missed his tobacco- 
box, — Farmer Jackson his greatcoat; — Miss Jackson 
missed her hymn-book, — a diamond edition, bound in 
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maroon-coloured velvet, with gilt corners and clasps. 
Everything, in short, was missed — but Joe Washford; 
there he sat, grave, sedate, and motionless — all save that 
restless, troublesome, fidgety little Pigtail attached to 
his wig, which nothing could keep quiet, or prevent 
from tickling and interfering with Miss Thompson's curls, 
as she sat, back to back with Joe, in the adjoining pew. 
After the third Sunday, Nancy Thompson eloped with 
the tall recruiting sergeant of the Oonnaught Rangers. 

The summer passed away, — autumn came and went, 
— and Christmas, jolly Christmas, that period of which 
we are accustomed to utter the mournful truism, it 
<' comes but once a-year,'' was at hand. It was a fine 
bracing morning; the sun was just beginning to throw 
a brighter tint upon the Quaker-coloured ravine of Orle- 
stone-hill, when a medical gentleman, returning to the 
quiet little village of Ham Street, that lies at its foot, 
from a farm*house at Kingsnorth, rode briskly down the 
declivity. 

After several hours of patient attention, Mr. Money- 
penny had succeeded in introducing to the notice of 
seven little expectant brothers and sisters a <^ remarkably 
fine child,'' and was now hurrying home in the sweet 
hope of a comfortable <^ snooze" for a couple of hours 
before the announcement of tea and muffins should arouse 
him to fresh exertion. The road at this particular spot 
had, even then, been cut deep below the surface of the 
soil, for the purpose of diminishing the abruptness of the 
descent, and, as either side of the superincumbent banks 
was clothed with a thick mantle of tang1<^d copsewood, 
the passage, even by day, was sufficiently obscure, thd 
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level beams of the rising or setting snn, as they happened 
to enfilade the gorge, alone illaminating its recesses, A 
' long stream of rosy light was just beginning to make its 
way through the vista, and Mr. Moneypenn/s nose had 
Boarcely caught and reflected its kindred ray, when the 
sturdiest and most active cob that ever rejoiced in the 
appellation of a " Suffolk Punch," brought herself up in 
mid career upon her haunches, and that with a sudden- 
ness which had almost induced her rider to describe that 
beautiful mathematical figure, the parabola, between her 
ears. Peggy — her name was Peggy — stood stock-still, 
snorting like a stranded grampus, and alike insensible to 
the gentle hints afforded her by hand and heel. 

" Teh ! — tch I — get along, Peggy !" half exclaimed, 
half whistled the equestrian. If ever steed said in its 
heart, « I Ml be shot if I do !" it was Peggy at that mo- 
ment. She planted her forelegs deep in the sandy soil, 
raised her stump of a tail to an elevation approaching 
the horizontal, protruded her nose like a pointer at a 
covey, and with expanded nostril continued to snuffle 
most egregiously. 

Mr. Geoffirey Gambado, the illustrious '' Master of the 
Horse to the Doge of Venice," tells us, in his far-famed 
treatise on the Art Equestrian, that the most embarras- 
sing position in which a rider can be placed is, when he 
wishes to go one way, and his horse is determined to go 
another. There is, to be sure, a tertium quid, which, 
though it " splits the difference," scarcely obviates the 
inconvenience;, this is when the parties compromise the 
matter by not going any way at all — to this compromise 
Peggy, and her (soi-disant) master were now reduced j 
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they had fairly joined issue. <* Badge!" quoth the 
doctor. — " Badge not V quoth the fiend, — for nothing 
short of a fiend could, of a surety, inspire Peggy at such 
a time with suoh unwonted ohstinacy. — Moneypenny 
whipped and spurred — Peggy plunged, and reared, and 
kicked, and for several minutes to a superficial ohserver 
the tenpination of the contest might have appeared un- 
certain ; hut your profound thinker sees at a glance that, 
however the scales may appear to vihrate, when the ques- 
tion between the sexes is one of perseverance, it is quite 
a lost case for th« masculine gender. Peggy beat the 
doctor ^'all to sticks,' ' and when he was fairly tired of 
goading and thumping, maintained her position as firmly 
as ever. 

It is of no great use, and not particularly agreeable, 
to sit still, on a cold frosty morning in January, upon 
the outside of a brute that will neither go forwards nor 
backwards — so Mr. Moneypenny got off, and muttering 
curses both " loud " and " deep " between his chattering 
teeth, '' progressed,'' as near as the utmost extremity of 
the extended bridle would allow him, to peep among the 
weeds and brushwood that flanked the road, in order to 
discover, if possible, what it was that so exclusively at- 
tracted the instinctive attention of his Bucephalus. 

His curiosity was not long at fault; the sunbeam 
glanced partially upon some object ruddier even than 
itself — it was a scarlet waistcoat,' the wearer of which, 
overcome perchance by Christmas compotation, seemed 
to have selected for his " thrice driven bed of down," the 
thickest clump of the tallest and most imposing nettles, 
32 
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thorcon to doze away tbe narcotio effects of Boperabandant 
jaoiper. 

This, at least,- was Mr. Moneypeony's belief, or he 
would Bcarcelj have uttered, at the highest pitch of his 
contralto, "What are you doing there, you drunken 
rascal ? frightening my horse !" — ^We have already hinted, 
if not absolutely asserted, that Peggy was a mare; but 
this was BO time for verbal criticism. — " Get up, I say,— 
get up, and go home, you scoundrel !'' — ^But the '^ scoun- 
drel '' and << drunken rascal " answered not ; he moved 
not^ nor could the prolonged shouting of the appellant, 
aided by significant explosions from a double-thonged 
whip, succeed in eliciting a reply. No motion indicated 
that the recumbent figure, whose outline alone was visi- 
ble, was a living and a breathing man I 

The clear, shrill tones of a ploughbo/s whistle sounded 
at this moment from the bottom of the hill, where the 
broad and green expanse of Bomney Marsh stretches 
away from its foot for many a ftiile, and now gleamed 
through the mists of morning, dotted and enamelled with 
its thousand flocks. In a few minutes his tiny figure 
was seen '/ slouching'^ up the ascent, casting a most dis- 
proportionate and ogre-like shadow before him. 

" Come here. Jack," quoth the doctor, — "come here, 
boy, lay hold of this bridle, and mind that my horse 
does not run away.'' 

Peggy threw up her bead, and snorted disdain of the 
insinuation,-— she had not the slightest intention of doing 
any such thing. 

Mr. Mon&ypenny meanwhile, disencumbered of his 
restive nag, proceeded by manual application to arouse 
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the sleeper. Alas ! the Seven of Ephcsas might sooner 
have been awakened from their century of somnolency. 
His was that " dreamless sleep that knows no waking ;" 
•his cares in this world were over. Vainly did Money- 
penny practise his own constant precept^ <^ To be well 
shaken V — there lay before him the lifeless body of a 
Murdered Man! 

* The corpse lay stretched upon its back, partially con- 
cealed, as we have before said, by the nettles which had 
sprung up among the stamps of the half-grubbed under- 
wood ; the throat was fearfully lacerated, and the dark, 
deep, arterial dye of the coagulated blood showed that 
the carotid had been severed. There was little to denote 
the existence of any struggle ; but as the day brightened, 
the sandy soil of the road exhibited an impression as of a 
body that had fallen on its plastic surface, aqd had been 
dragged to its present position, while fresh horse-shoe 
prints seemed to intimate that either the assassin or his 
victim had been mounted. The pockets of the deceased 
were turned out, and empty; a hat and heavy-loaded 
whip lay at no great distance from the body. 

" But what have we here ? " quoth Dr. Moneypenny ; 
'^what is it that the poor fellow holds so tightly in his 
hand?'' 

That hand had manifestly clutched some article with 
all the spasmodic energy of a dying grasp — It was an 
OLD WIG IT' 



Those who are fortunate enough to have seen a 
Cinque Port court-house may possibly divine what that 
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luefol and most necessary edifice was some eighty years 
ago. Many of them seem to have undergone little alter- 
ation^ and are^ in general^ of a composite order of archi- 
tectare, a fanciful arrangement of brick and timber, with 
what Johnson would have styled << interstices, reticnlated| 
and decussated between intersections'' of lath and 
plaster. Its less euphonious designation in the "Weald'' 
is a " noggin." One half the basement story is usually 
of the more solid material, the other, open to the street, 
— from which it is separated only by a row of dingy 
columns, supporting a portion of the superstructure, — is 
paved with tiles, and sometimes does duty as a market- 
place, while, in its centrci flanking the board staircase 
that leads to the sessions-house above, stands an ominous- 
looking machine, of heavy perforated wood, clasped within 
whose stern embrace "the rude forefathers of the hamlet 
sleep" off occasionally the drowsiness produced by con- 
vivial excess, in a most undignified position, an inconve- 
nience much increased at times by some mischievous 
urcbilli who, after abstracting the shoes of the helpless 
detenu, amuses himself by tickling the soles of his feet. 

It was in such a place, or rather in the Court-room 
above, that in the year 1761, a hale, robust man, some- 
what past the middle age, with a very bald pate, save 
where a continued tuft of coarse, wiry hair, stretching 
from above each ear, swelled out into a greyish-LDoking 
bush upon tb^ occiput, held up his hand before a grave 
and enlightened assemblage ef Dymchurch jurymen. 
He stood arraigned for that offence most heinous in the 
sight of God and man, the deliberate and cold-blooded 
butchery of an unoffending, unprepared fellow-creature^ 
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^^hymiddium quod nuUo vidente^ nulh auscuttantCy clam 
perpetratur. 

The victim was one Hamphrj Bourne^ a reputable 
grazier of Ivjchurch, worthy and well to do, though, 
perchance, a thought too apt to indulge on a market- 
day, when <<a score of ewes^' had brought in a reason- 
able profit. Some such cause had detained bim longer 
than usual at an Ashford cattle-show ; he bad left the 
town late, and alone; early in the following mft'ning 
his horse was found standing at its own stable-door, the 
saddle turned round beneath its belly, and much about 
the time that the corpse of its unfortunate master was 
discovered some four miles off, by our friend the phar- 
macopolist. 

That poor Bourne had been robbed and murdered, there 
could be no question. 

"Who, then, was the perpetrator of the atrocious deed? 
— The unwilling hand almost refuses to trace tha name 
of — Joseph Washford. . • 

Yet so it was. Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis was himself the 
coroner for that division of the county of Kent known 
by the name of " The Xath of Scraye." He had not 
sat two minutes on the body before he recognised his 
guondam property, and started at beholding in the grasp 
. of tbe victim, as torn in the death-stn|ggle from the 
murclerer/s head, his own old wig, — his own perky 
little pigtail, tied up with a piece of shabby shalloon, 
BOW wriggling and quivering, as in salutation of its an- 
cient master. The silver buckles of. the nurdered maii 
were found in Joe Washford's shoes,?— broad pieces wpre 

found in Joe Washford's pockets, — Joe Washford 4] ad 

82 * " • ■ - . . 
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bims^f been foand, when the hue-and-cry was np, hid 
in a corn-rig at no great distance from the scene of slaugh- 
ter, his pruning-knife red with the evidence of his crime 
— " the gray hairs yet stuck to the heft I'' 

For their humane administration of the laws^ the 
lieges of this portion of the realm have long been cele- 
brated. Here it was that merciful verdict was recorded 
in the case of the old lady accused of larceny^ " We find 
her Not Guilty, and hope she will never do so any more V 
Here it was that the more experienced culprit, when 
called upon to plead with the customary, though some- 
what superfluous, inquiry, as to ^' bow he would be tried V 
substituted for the usual reply " By God and my coun- 
try," that of " By your worship and a Dymchurch Jury/' 
Here it was — but enough! — not even a Dymchurch 
jury could resist such evidence, even though the gallows 
(«. e. the expense of erecting one) stared them, as well 
as the crimioal, in the face. The very pig-tail alone I — 
ever at his ear! — a clearer case of suadenie Diabolo 
never was made out. Had there been a doubt, its very 
conduct in the Court-house would have settled the ques- 
tion. The Eev. Joel Ingoldsby, umquhile chaplain to 
the Eomney Bench, has left upon record that when ex- 
hibited in evidence, together with the b'lood-stained knife^ 
its twistings, its caperings, its gleeful evolutions, quite 
"flabbergasted" the jury, and threw all beholders into a 
consternation. It was remarked, too, by many in the 
Court, that the Forensic Wig of the Eecorder himself was, 
on that trying occasion, palpably agitated, and that its 
three depending, learned-lookiog tails lost curl at once, 
and slunk beneath the obscurity of the powdered collar, 
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just as the boldest dog recoils from a rabid animal ofits 
own species, however small and insignificant. 

Why prolong the painful scene? — Joe Wasbford was 
tried — Joe Wasbford was convicted — Joe Wasbford was 
hanged ! I 

The fearful black gibbet, on which his body clanked 
in its chains to the midnight winds, frowns no more upon 
Orlestone Hill; .it has sunk beneath the encroaching 
hand of civilization ; but there it might be seen late in 
the last century, an awful warning to all bald-pated gen- 
tlemen how they wear, or accept, the old wig of a Special 
Attorney, 

lH$neo DanaSt d dona ferentetl 

Such gifts, as we have seen, may lead to a " Morbid Delu- 
sion, the climax of which is Murder V 

The fate of the Wig itself is somewhat doubtful ; -no- 
body seems to have recollected, with any degree of pre- 
cision, what became of it. Mr. Ingoldsby '< had heard '' 
that, when thrown into the fire by the Court-keeper, afker 
whizzing, and fizzling, and performing all sorts of super- 
natural antics and contortions, it at length whirled up the 
chimney with a bang that was taken for the explosion of 
one of the Feversham powder-mills, twenty miles off; 
while others insinuate that in the "Great Storm'' which 
took place on the night when Mr. Jeremiah Jarvis went 
to his " long home,'' — wherever that may happen to bo, 
— and the whole of "The Marsh" appeared as one broad 
sheet of flame, something that looked very like a Fiery 
Wig — perhaps a miniature Comet — it had unquestion- 
ably a tail — ^was seen careering in the blaze, — ^and seem- 
ing to " ride on the whirlwind and direct the storm." 
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BT BOSS JEMIMA INOOLOBBY. AOSD FIFTEEN. 
(CbMmtmiootel ty her Cbui^n Tom.) 

Oh I how I should like in a Coach to ride, 
Like the Sheriffs I saw upon Lord Mayor's day, 

With a Coachman and little Postilion astride 
«0n the back of the leader, a prancing bay! 

And then behind it, oh I I shonld glory 
To see the tall serving-men standing upright, 

Like the two who attend Mister Montefiore, 
(Sir Moses I should say) for now he 's a Knight 

And then the liveries, I know it is rude to 
Find fanlt — but I '11 hint as he can't see me blush. 

That I 'd not have the things I can only allude to 
Either orange in hue or constructed of plush ; 

But their coats and their waistcoats and hats are deUghtfol, 
Their charming silk stockings — I vow and declare 

Our John's ginger gaiters so wrinkled and frightful, 
I never again shall be able to bear. 

Oh ! how I should like to have diamonds and rubies. 
And large plume of feathers and flowers in my hair! 

My gracious ! to think how our Tom and those boobies, 
Jack Smith and his friend Mister Thompson, would starei 

Then how I should like to drive to Guildhall, 

And to see the nobility flocking in shoals, 
With their two-guinea tickets to dance at the ball 

Which the Lord Mayor gives for the relief of the Poles. 

(380) 
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ibid to look at the gas so uncommonly pretty, 

And the stars and the armour all just as they were, 

The day that the Queen came in state to the city 
To dine with the whole Corporation and Mayor. 

Oh ! how I should like to see Jane and Letitia, 
Miss Jones and the two Misses Fmmp sitting still. 

While dear Ensign Brown, of the West Kent Militia, 
Solicits my hand for the << Supper" Quadrille. 

With his fine white teeth and his cheek like a rose, 

And his black cravat and his diamond pin. 
And the nice littie mustache under his nose. 

And the dear little tuft on the tip of his chin. 

And how I should like some fine morning to ride 
In my coach, and my white satin shoes and gown. 

To St. James's Church, with a Beau by my side. 
And I shouldn't much care if his name was Brown. 
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Tex foregoing ptges completo the Series of Poems, 
&o., pablisbed under the name of Thomas Ingoldsby ; 
of these, "The Legend of Languedoc*^ "The Bucca- 
neer* 9 Cune;* "The Home-warming ^'^ "The Lay 0/ St. 
Bomwold," and "The Brothen of Birchington/' ap- 
peared in. the New Monthly Magazine, the remainder in 
Bentlej'fl Misoellanj. 

The following articles, which are added for reasons 
stated elsewhere, though prior in point of date, are by 
the same author, and with few exceptions, of a similar 
character with his better known effusions. The first 
three are versions of dramas produced : "Sermann" at 
the English Opera House; " William Rufus/' we believe, 
at Drury Lane ; and "Marie Mignot" at the H^market 
Theatre. The concluding lines are those alluded to in 
the Memoir, as having been the last that fell from Mr. 
Barham's pen, and which were written during one of 
those weary nights of watchfulness occasioned by his 
disease. 

(882) 
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HERMANN; OR, THE BROKEN SPEAR. 

An Emperor famous in council and camp, 
Has a son who turns out a remarkable scamp; 

Takes to dicing and drinking, 

And d — ^mning aiid sinking, 
"And carries oflf maids, wives, and widows, like winking! 
Since the days of Arminius, his namesake, than Hermann 
There never was seen a more profligate German. 

He escapes from the City ; 

And joins some banditti. 
Insensible quite to remorse, fear, and pity ; 
Joins in all their carousals, and revels, and robberies. 
And in kicking up all sorts of shindies and bobberies. 

Well, hearing one day. 

His associates say 
That a bridal procession was coming their way, 

Inflamed with desire, he 

Breaks into a priory. 
And kicking out every man Jack of a friar, he 
Upsets in a twinkling the mass-books and hassocks. 
And dresses his rogues in the clergyman's cassocks. 

The new-married folks 

Taken in by this hoax. 
Mister Hermann grows frisky and full of his jokes : 
To the serious chagrin of her late happy suitor, 
Catching hold of the Bride, he attempts to salute her. 

883 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



384 hirxann; ob. 

Now HeaTen knows what 

Had become of the lot, 
It's Turtle to Tripe they'd haye all gone to pot — 

If a dumb Lady, one 

Of her friends, had not run 
To her aid, and, qxdte scandalised, stopp'd all his fun ! 

Just conceive what a caper 

He cot, when her taper 
Long fingers scrawl'd this upon whitey-brown paper, 
(At the instant he seized, and before he had kiss'd her}— 
« Ha' done. Mister Hermann I for shame I it *s your sister ! " 
His hair stands on end, — he desists from his tricks, 
And remains in « a pretty particular fix/' 

As he knows Sir John NichoU 

Still keeps rods in pickle, 
Offences of this kind scTerely to tickle. 
At so near an escape from his court and its sentence. 
His eyes fill with tears, and his breast with repentance : 

So, picking and stealing. 

And unrighteous dealing, 
Of all sorts, he cuts, from this laudable feeling : 

Of wickedness weary. 

With many a tear, he 
Now takes a French leave of the rile CondoUieri: 
And the next thing we hear of this penitent villain, 
He is begging in rags in the suburbs of Milan. 

Half-starved, meagre, and pale, "^ 

His energies fail. 
When his sister comes in with a pot of mild ale; 

But, though tatter'd his jerkins. 

His heart is whole, — workings 



i Of conscience debar him from << Barclay and Perkins." 

I << I '11 drink,'* exclaims he, 

I " Nothing stronger than tea, 

I And that but the worst and the weakest Bohea, 
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Till I've done — from my past scenes of folly a far actor — 
Some feat shall redeem both my wardrobe and character." 
At signs of remorse so decided and Tisible, 
Nought can eqnal the joy of his fair sister Isabel, 

And the Dumb Lady too, 

Who runs off to a Jew, 
And bnys him a coat of mail spick and span new, 
In the hope that his prowess and deeds as a^Enight 
Will keep his late larcenies quite out of sight 
By the greatest good luck, his old friends the banditti 
Choose this moment to make an attack on the city t 
~ Now, you all know the way 

Heroes hack, hew, and slay, 
When once they get fairly mix'd up in a fray: 

Hermann joins in the mSlie, 

Founds this to a jelly, 
Buns that through the back, and a third through the belly, 
Till many a broken bone, bruised rib, and flat head. 
Make his d-devarU friends curse the hour that he ratted. 

Amid so many blows, 

Of course, you'll suppose 
He must get a black eye, or, at least, bloody nose ; 
*' Take that I " cried a bandit, and struck, while he spoke it, 
His spear in his breast, and, in pulling it out, broke it 

Hermann fainted itway. 

When, as breathless he lay, 
A rascal olaim*d all the renown of the day ; 
A i^creant, cowardly, white-liyer'd knight. 
Who had skulk'd in a furze-bush the whole of the fight. 

But the Dumb Lady soon 

Put some gin in a spoon. 
And half strangles poor Hermann, who wakes from his swoon. 
And exhibits his wound, when the head of the spear 
Fits its handle, and makes his identity clear. 
The murder thus out, Hermann 's/^^fc7 and thanked, 
While his rascally rival gets toss'd in a blanket ; 
83^ 
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And to finish the play — 

As reformed rakes, they say, 
Make the best of all husbands — the yery same day 
Hermann sends for a priest, as he must wed with some — lady. 
Buys a ring and a licenee, and marries the Dumb Lady. 

Moral. 

Take warning, young people of every degree, 

From Hermann's example, and don't live too treel 

If you get in bad company, fly from it soon I 

If you chance to get ^brash'd, take some gin in a spoon ; 

And remember, since wedlock's not all sugar-Ksandy, 

If you wish to 'scape '^wig^g," a dumb wife's the dandy 1 



HINTS FOR AN HISTORICAL PLAY; 

TO BE CALLED 

WILLIAM RUFUS; OR, THE RED ROVER. 
Act 1. 

Walter Ttrrel, the son-of a Nopnan Papa, 

Has, somehow or other, a Saxon JVIamma : 

Th ough hilmble, yet far above mere vulgar loons. 

He 's a sort of a sub in the Rufus dragoons ; 

Has traveffd, but comes home abruptly, the rather , 

That some unknown rascal has murder'd his father ; 

And scarce has he pick'd out, and stuck in his quiver, 

The arrow that pierced the old gentleman's liver, 

When he finds, as misfortunes come rarely alone. 

That his sweetheart has bolted, — ^with whom is not known. 

But, as murder will out, he at last finds the lady 

At court with her character grown rather shady ; 
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This giyes him the " blaes," and impairs the delight « 
He *d haye otherwise felt when they dab him a Knight, 
For giving a runaway stallion a check, 
And preventing his breaking King Bufus's neck. 

Act 2. 

Sir Walter has dress'd himself up like a Ghost, 
And frightens a soldier away from his post ; 
Then, discarding his helmet, he pulls his eloak higher, 
Draws it oyer his ears and pretends he's a Friar. 
This gains him access to his sweetheart. Miss Faueit; 
But, the King coming in, he hides np in her closet ; 
-Where oddly enough, among some of her things, 
He discoyers some arrows he*s sure are the King's, 
Of the yery same pattern with that which he found 
Sticking into his father when dead on the ground ! 
Forgetting his funk, he bursts open the door, 
Bounces into the Drawing-room, stamps on the floor. 
With an oath on his tongue, and reyenge in his eye. 
And blows up King William the Second, sky-high ; 
Swears, storms, shakes his fist» and exhibits such airs, 
That his Majesty bids his men kick him down stairs. 

Act 3. 

King Rufus is cross when he comes to reflect, 

That as King, he's been treated with gross disrespect; 

So he pens a short note to a holy physician. 

And giyes him a rather unholy commission. 

Viz., to mix up some arsenic and ale in a cup, 

Which the chances are Tyrrel may find and drink up. 

Sure enough, on the yery next morning, Sir Walter 

Perceiyes in his walks, this same cup on the altar. 

As he feels rather thirsty, he 's just about drinking. 

When Miss Faueit, in tears, comes in running like winking ; 

He pauses of course, and as she 's thirsty, too. 

Says, very politely, "Miss, I after you !" 
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The young ladj cnrtstes, and being so dry, 
Baiees V>mehoir her fair little finger so high, 
That there's not a drop left him to <'wet f other eye;" 
While the dose is so strong, to his grief and surprise, 
8he merely says, " Thankee, Sir Walter," and dies. 
At that moment the King, who is riding to coTer, 
Pops in enpauant on the desperate loyer. 
Who has Tow'd not ^Ye minutes before, to transfix him 
— So he does, — ^he jnst pnlls ont his arrow and sticks him. 
From the strength of his arm, and the force of his blows^ 
The Red-bearded Borer falls flat on his nose ; 
And Sir Walter, thns haying concluded his quarrel. 
Walks down to the foot-lights, and draws this fine moral: 
** Ladies and Gentlemen, 

Lead sober Hves: — 
I>on*t meddle with other folks* Sweethearts or Wives ! — 
When you go out a sporting, take care of your gun. 
And — never shoot elderly people in Am! '* 



MARIE MIGNOT. 

Miss Mabie Miqnot was a nice little Maid, 

Her Uncle a Cook, and a Laundress her trade^ 

And she loved as dearly as any one can 

Mister Lagardie, a nice little man. 

But oh! But oh! 

Story of woe ! 
A sad interloper^ one Monsieur Modeau, 

Ugly and old. 

With plenty of gold, 

Made his approach 

In an elegant coach. 
Her fancy was charmed with the splendour and show, 
And he bore off the false-hearted Molly Mignot. 
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Monsieur Modean was crazy and old. 

And Monsieur Modean canght a terrible cold, 

His nose was stuff 'd and his throat was sore, 

He had physic by the quart and Doctors by the score. 

They sent quills 

And pOls, 

And very long bills, 
And an they could do did not make him get well, 
He sounded his M's and N's like an L. 
A shocking bad cough 
At last took him off, 
And Mister Lagardie, her former young beau. 
Came a-courting again to the Widow Modeau. 

Mister Lagardie, to gain him Sclaty 
Had cut the Cook's shop and followed the law ; 
And when Monsieur Modeau set out on his journey, 
Was an Articled Clerk to a Special Attorney. 

He gave her a call. 

On the day of a ball, 
To which she 'd iuTited the court, camp and all ; 

But "poor dear Lagasdie," 

Again was too tardy. 

For a Marshal of France 

Had just ask'd her to dance ; 
In a twinkling, the ei-devant Madame Modeau 
Was wife of the Marshal Lord Marquis Dinot. 
Mister Lagardie was shock'd at the news, 
And went and enlisted at once in the Blues. 

The Marquis Dinot 

Felt a little so so — 
Took physic, grew worse, and had notice to go — 
He died, and was shelved, and his Lady so gay 
Smiled again on Lagardie now placed on faU pay, 
A Swedish Field-Marshal with a guinea -a day; 

When an old Ex-King 

Just show'd her the ring ; 
88* 
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To be Qneeii, the conceiTed waa a yery fine thing; 

Bat the King tnm'd a Monk, 

And Lagardie got drunk. 
And said to the Lady irith a deal of ill-breeding, 
«<Ton may go to the d— 1 and I'll go to Sweden." 

Thns between the two stools, 

like some other fools, 

Her Ladyship found 

Herself plump on the grovnd; 
So she cried, and she stamp'd, and she sent for a hack, 
And she droTo to a conyent and nerer came baek. 



Moral. 

WiTes, Maidens, and Widows, attend to my lay^ 
If a fine moral lesson yon'd draw f^m a play, 
To the Haymarket go 
And see Marie Miffnot, 
Miss Kelly plays Marie, and Williams Medean ; 
Mrs. GloTer and Vining 
Are really quite shining, 
And though Thompson for a Marquis 
Has almost too much carcass, 
Yet it 's not fair to pass him or 
John Cooper's CassimirJ 
And the piece would be barren 
Without Mr. Fairen; 
No matter, go there, and they'll teach you the guilt 
Of coquetting and ogling, and playing the jilt 
Such folks gallop liwhile, but at last they get spilt; 
Had MoUy Mignot 
BehaTed eomme Ufaut^ 
Nor Inarried the Lawyer nor Marquis Binot, 
She had ne'er been a nun, whose fare Tery hard is. 
Bat ^e li^c^^^f ^^ half-a-score little La^rdies. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE TRUANTS. 

Thsbb little Demons haye broken loose 

From the National School below I 

They are resolyed to play truant to-daj, 

Their primer and slate they have cast away, 

And away, away, they go ! 

" Hey boys ! hey boys ! np go we ! 

Who so merry as we three T " 

The reek of that most infernal pit, 

Where sinful souls are stewing, 
Bises so black, that in viewing it, 
A thousand to one but yon 'd ask with surprise. 
As its murky columns meet your eyes, 

" Pray is Old Nick a-brewing ? " 
Thither these three little Devils repair, 
And mount by steam to the uppermost air. 

They have got hold of a wandering star. 
That happened to come within hail. 
swiftly they glide I 
As they merrily ride 
All a cock-stride 
Of that Comet's taU. 
Oh the pranks I Oh the pranks I 
The merry pranks, the mad pranks. 
These wicked urchins play! 
They kiss'd the Virffm and fill'd her with dread, 
They popp'd the Scorpion into her bed ; 
They broke the pitcher of poor A quariua, 
They stole the arrows of SagiUariut^ 
. And they skimm'd the MiUcy Way. 

(891) 
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They fiU'd the SeaUa with salphnr MI, 
They halloed the Dog-Star on at the B^f^i 
And pleased themselyes with the noise. 

They set the lAon 

On poor Orum; 

They shayed all the hur 

Off the Leaser Bear! 

They kick'd the ehina 

Of the OenUmi T»me— 

Those heayenly Siamese Boys! — 
Never was sach conf^on and wrack, 
As they produced in the Zodiac! — 

**Hiusa! Hnxzal 
Away I Away ! 
. Let ns go down to the earth and playl 
Now we go up, np, up, 
Now we go down, down, down, 
• Now we go backwards, and forwards, 
Now we go round, round, round 1 ** 
Thus they gambol, and scramble, and tear. 
Tin at last they arriye at the nethermost air. 

And pray now what were these DeTilets call'd T 
These three little Fiends so gay 1 

One was Cob! 

Another Vas Mob! 
The last and the least was young ChiUabob! 
Qaeer little deyUs were they I 

Cob was the strongest, 

Mob was the wrongest, 
diiilaboVe tail was the finest and longest I 
Three more frolicksome Imps, I ween, 
Beelzebub's self hath seldom seen. 

Oyer Mountain, over Fell, 

Glassy Fountain, mossy BeO, 
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Rocky Island, barren Strand, 

Oyer Ocean, over Land ; 
With frisk and bound, and squeaks and sqnalls, 
Heels oyer head, and head x>yer heels ; 
With curlings and twistings, and twirls and wheeleries, 
Down they drop at the gate of the TuillerUi. 

Courtiers were bowing and making legs, 
While Charley le Rot was bolting eggs : 

"Jfoi," says Coby 
^ '^Chitiabob," mija Mob, 
" Come here, you young Beyil, we We in for aJobP* * 

Up jumps Cob to the Monarch's ear, 

" Charley, my joDy boy, never fear ; 

If you mind all their jaw 

About Charter and L8%, 
Tou might just as well still be the Count d^ArtoUl 

No such thing, 

Show 'em you're King, 
Tip 'em an Ordinance, that's the thing !" 

Charley dined. 

Took his pen and sign'd ; 
Then Mob kick'd over his throne from behind! 
« Huzza I Huzza ! we may scamper now I 
For here we have kick'd uu a jolly good row I* '* 

" Over the water and over the Sea, 

And over the water with Charlie ;" 
Now they came skipping and grinning with glee, 
Not pausing to chaff or to parley. 
Over, over. 
On to Dover ; 
On tsm intent. 
All through Kent 
These mischievous devils so merrily went. 
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Oyer hill ind over dale, 
Sunken hollow, lofty ridge, 
Frowning cliff, and smiling vale, 
Down to the foot of Westminster>bridge. 
"HoUo/'says Cob, 
« There's the Doke and Sir BobI 
After 'em Chittabob, after 'em Mob." 
Mob flung gravel, and Ohittabob pebbles, 

ffis Grace c 'd them both for a oonple of rebels : 

His feelings were hurt, 
By the stones and the dirt— 
In went he, • 

In an ecstasy 
And hUw vp the nobles of high degree. 

# 
"Mr. Brougham, Mr. Home, 

May fret and may ftmie — 
And so may all you whom I see in this room ; 
Come weal, come woe, come calm, come storm-*— 
1 11 see you all — bUt9*d — ere I give you reform I" 
« Bravo I" says Chittabob, ** That's your sort, 
Come along, schoolfellows, here 's more sport 

Look there! look there! 

There 's the great Lord May'r 1 
With the gravest of Deputies close to his chair; 

With Hobler, his Clerk ! 

Just the thing for a lark; 
Hu»ah! huzzah! boys, follow me now ; 
Here we may kick up another good row." 

Here they are, 

Swift as a star, . 
They shoot in mid air, over Temple Bar! 

Tom Macaulay beheld the flight, 
Of 13iese three little dusky sons of night, • 
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And Ms heart 8Well*d with joy and elation— 

"Oh, see!" quoth he, 

" Those NiggerUngt three, 
Who have just got emancipation /" 

Lord Key took fright : 

At the Tory first sight, 
The whole Court of Aldermen wheel'd to the right; 
8ome ran from Chitiahoh — more from Mob, 
The great locum tenern jnmp'd up upon Cob, 

Who roared and ran 

With the Alderman 
To the Home OfBce, pick-a-back — catch *em who can! 

" Stay at home — here 's a plot, 

And I can *t tell you what, 

If you don*t 1*11 be shot. 

But youTl an go to pot." 
Ah, little he weenM, while the ground he thus ran oyer, 
'Twas a Cob he bestrode — not his white horse from HanoTer. 

Back they came galloping through the Strand, 
When Joseph Lancaster, stick in hand, 
Popped up his head before 'em. 

Wen we know. 

That honest old Joe, 
Is a sort of High Master down below. 
And teaches the Imps decorum. 
Satan had started him off in a crack, 
To flog these three little ronaways back. . 

Fear each assails; 

Eyery one quails; 
« Oh dear ! how he *11 tickle our little black tails I 

Haye done, haye done. 

Here's that son of a gun, 
Old Joe, come after us, — run, boys, run." 
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Off nn Cob, 
OSrwuMob, 
And off in a fright na young Ckittaboby 
Joe eavght ChiUmbob just by the tail, 

And Cob by his emmpled horn ; 
Bitterly then did these Imps bewail, 
That erer they were bom ! 
Mob got away, 
But none to this day, 
Know ezaotly whither he went; 
Some say he's been seen about Blackfriara-bridge 
And some say he 's down in Kent 

Bat where'er he may roam, 
He has not yentored home, 
Since the day the three took wing. 
And many sappose, 
He has changed his clothes ; 
And now goes by the name of **Sunnff.** 



THE POPLAR. 

At, here stands the Poplar, so tall and so stately. 
On whose tender rind — ^'twas a little one then — 

We canred her initials ; thoagh not yery lately 
We think in the year eighteen hundred and ten. 

Tes, here is the G which proclvm'd Georgiana: 
Oar heart's empress then ; see, 'tis grown all askew; 

And it's not without grief w;e perforce entertain a 
Oonyiction, it now looks much more like a Q. 

This should be the great J) too, that once stood for Bobbin, 

Her loy'd patronymic — ah ! can it be so ? 
Its once fair proportions, time, too has been robbing ; 

A D? — we '11 be Deed if it isn't an ! 
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Alas I how the soul sentimental it vexes, 

That thus on our labours stem Chronos should frown ; 
Should change our soft liquids to izzards and Xes, 

And torn trae-lore's alphabet all npside down I 



MY LETTERS. 

« Litem scripta manet'*— Old Saw. 

Another mizzling, drizzling day I 
Of clearing up there *8 no appearance ; 

So I *11 sit down without delay, 
And here, at least, I 'U make a clearance I 

Oh ne'er " on such a day as this," 
Would Dido with her woes oppressed 

Have woo*d ^neas back to bliss. 
Or Troilus gone to hunt for Oressid I 

No, they *d hare stayed at home, like me. 
And popped their toes upon the fender, 

And drunk a quiet cup of tea : — 
On days like this one can't be tender. 

So, Molly, draw that basket nigher. 
And put my desk upon the table — 

Bring that Portfolio — stir the fire — 
Now off as fast as you are able ! 

First here 's a card from Mrs. Grimes, 

'' A ball ! " — she knows that I 'm no dancer - 
That woman's ask'd me fifty times. 
And yet I never send an answer. 
84 
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**'Deam Jack, — 

Just lend me twenty porndB, 
Till Monday next» when 111 return it. 
Yonrs tmly, 

HSNET QlBBS." 

WbyZ— dsl 
I Ve seen the man bat twice — here, bnra It 

One from my Conran Sophy Daw — 

Foil of Annt Bfargeiy's distresses ; 
<« The Cat has kitten'd in < the draw,' 

And roin'd two bran-new silk dresses." 

From Sam, *<The Chancellor's motto," — nay 
Confound his pvns, he knows I hate 'em ; 

«* Pro Rege, Lege, Grege,"— Ay, 
« For King read Mob I *' Bron^^ham's old errdtmm. 

m 

From Seraphina Price— <' At two"— 
<< Till then I can't, my dearest John, stir y" 

Two more beeanse I did not go, 
Beginning « Wretch " and << Faithless Monster ! " 

«I>KAB Six,— 

« This morning Mrs. P 

Who 's doing qnite as well as may be, 
Presented me at half-past three 

Precisely, with another baby. 

« We '11 name it John, and know with pleasure 
Von *11 stand " — Fiye guineas more, confound it I — 

I wish they 'd call it Nebuchadnezzar, 
Or thrown it in the Thames and drown'd it 

What have we next ? A civil Dun : 

"John Brown would take it as a favour" — 

Another, and a surlier one, 

" I can't put up with tick behaviour." 
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♦•Bin 80 long standing," — « quite tired out,"— . 

« Must sit down to insist on payment^" 
** Called ten times," — Here 's a fiiss about 

A few coats, waistcoats, and small raiment! 

For once I'll send an answer, and in- 
form Mr. Snip he needn't << call" so ; 

But when his bill's as ** tired of standing" 
As he is, beg 'iwill ** sit down also." 

This from my rich old Uncle Ned, 

ThanMng me for my annual present; 
And saying he last Tuesday wed 

His cook-maid, Molly — vastly pleasant 1 

An in-spelt note from Tom at school, 

Begging 1 11 let him learn the fiddle ; 
Another from that precious fool. 

Miss Fyefinch, with a stupid riddle. 

«* D'ye i^ve it up t " Indeed I do I 

Confound these antiquated minxes ; 
I won't play **£iUy Black" to a ''Bhte,'* 

Or (Edipus to such old sphinxes. 

A note sent up from Kent to show me. 

Left with my bailiif, Peter King ; 
<< III bum them precious stacks down, blow me! 

«* Yours most sincerely, 

"Captain Swikq." 

Four begging letters with petitions. 

One from my sister Jane, to pray, 
I'll << execute a few commissions 

In Bond Street, " when I go that way," 

« And bqy at Pearsal's in the City 

Twelye skeins of silk for netting purses : 
Colour no matter, so it's pretty; — 

Two hundred pens " — two hundred curses ! 
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From MiBtress Jones: « Mj little KDly 

Qoes up his aohooUng to begm, 
WUl you just ntep to Piooadilly, 

And meet him when the coMh comes int 

«< And then, perhaps, you will as well, see 
The poor dear fellow safe to school 

At Dr. Smith's in Little Chelsea 1 " 
Heay^ send he flog the little fool I 

From Lady Snooks : " Dear Sir, you know 
You promised me last week a Bebus ; 

A something smart and e^mtpat, 
For my new Album t " — Aid me, Phoebus ! 

*' My first is followed by my second ; 

Yet should my first my second see, 
A dire mishap it would be reckon*d. 

And sadly shook'd my first would be. 

** Were I but what my whole implies. 

And pass'd by chance across your portal: 
You*d cry <Gan I believe my eyes 7 
• I never saw so queer a mortal I * 

« For then my head would not be On, 
My arms their shoulders must abandon ; 

My very body would be gone, 
I should not have a leg to stand on.*' 

Gome, that's dispatch'd— what follows?— Stay 
" Reform demanded by the nation ; 

Vote for Tagrag and Bobtail!" Ay, 
By Jove a blessed BrformaUonl 

Jack, clap the saddle upon Rose— 
Or no ! — the fiUy —she 's the fleeter ; 

The devil take the rain — here goes, 
I 'm off— a plumper for Sir Peter ! 
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NEW-MADE HONOUR. 
(imitated from martial.) ** 

A FBiBin> I met some half hour sinoe — 

** Oood-morraw, Jack ! " quoth I ; 
The new-made Emght, like any Prince 

Froim'd, nodded, and pass'd by ; 
When up came Jem— «/9cr John, your Slave I" 

'< Ah, James; we dine at eight — 
Fail not — (low bows the supple knave) 

Don't make my lady wait." 
The King can do no wrong? As I 'm a sinner, 
He 's spoilt an honest tradesman and my dinner. 



THE CONFESSION. 

Thikb's somewhat oi^my breast, father, 

There's somewhat on my breast! 
The liyelong day I sigh, father, 

And at night I cannot rest. 
I cannot take my rest, father, 

Though I would fain do so ; 
A weary weight oppresseth me — 

This weary weight of woe! 

'Tis not the lack of gold, father. 

Nor want of worldly gear ; 
My lands are broad, and fair to see. 

My fHends are kind and dear. 
84* 401 
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My kin are leal and trae, father, 
They mourn to see my grief; 

But oh ! 'tia not a kinsman's hand 
Can give my heart relief! 

*Tia not that Janet's false, fath^, 

'Xifl not that she 's nnkind ; 
Tho' bnsy flatterers swarm around, 

I know her constant mind. 
'Tis not her coldness, father. 

That chills my labouring breast, 
It's that oonfonnded oncnmber 

I 'ye eat, and can't digest 



SONG. 



I. 



Thbbi sits a bird on yonder tree^ 

More fond than Cushat Dove ; 
There sits a bird on yonder tree, 

And sings to me of love. 
Oh I stoop thee from thine eyrie down I 
And nestle thee near my heart, 
For the moments fly. 
And the hour is nigh, 
When thou and I mnst part, 
Myloyel 
When thou and I must part. 



In yonder covert lurks a Fawn, 
The pride of the sylyan scene ; 

In yonder coyert lurks a Fawn, 
And I am his only queen ; 
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Oh ! bound from thy secret lair, 
For the sun is below the we^t; 
No mortal eye 
May our meeting spy, 
For all are closed in rest^ 
My love I 
Each eye is closed in rest. 



Oh, sweet k the breath of mom 1 

When the sim's first beams appear; 
Oh ! sweet is the shej^erd's str^. 
When it dies on the listening ear ; 
And sweet the soft Toice which speaks 
The Wanderer's welcome home ; 
But sweeter far 
By yon pale, mild star. 
With our tma Loto thns to roaiQy 

Mydearl 
With our own true Love to roam! 



EPIGRAM. 



BeaVi L , so says a knight of the pen, 

<<Ha8 exposed himself much at the head of his men,** 
As his men ran away without waiting to fight, 
To expose himself there's to be first in the flight 
Had it not been as well, when he saw his men quail. 
To have stay'd and exposed himself more at their tail? 
Or say, is it fiur, in this noblest of quarrels. 
To suffer the chief to engross all the laurels? 
No ! his men, so the muse to all Europe diall sing, « 
Have exposed themselves ftilly as much as their king. 
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EHEU FUQACES. 
What Horace aays i% 

Afmi tabuniuTt Fostumey Postumef 
Tefuv glide ftwaj, luid are loit to me, lost to i 
Ifow^ when the folka in the dance aport their meirjtoes, 
TagUonis and KUnl^r^ JMremajs and Ceritoj, 
Siglung, Z mixnnor^ " O mihi pratmiotf*^ 



SONG. 



*Tis sweet to think the pure etftereal being. 
Whose mortnl form reposes with the doad^ 

Still horers round unseen, jet not unseeing, 
Benignly smiling o'er the mourner's bed i 

She comes in dreams^ a thing of light and lightness ; 

I hear her yoiee, in still, small accents, tell 
Of realms of blias^ and noTor-fading brightness ; 

Where those who lor'd on earth, together dwell 

Ah I yel a while, blest shade, ^j flight delating. 
The Hndred soul, with mjstio oonTerse eheer} 

To her rapt gaze, in nsions bland displaying, 
l^he nnearthlj glories of th j happier sphere 1 

Tet> yet remain I till freed like thee, delighted, 
She spurns the thraldom of enotimb'nng clay ; 

Then as on oarth, in tenderest loTe anite(f, 
TogetJier seek Ihe realms of endless 4%yl 

m 
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^ AS I LAY A-THYNKTNGB. 

THE LAST LINES OF THOliAS INGOLDSBT. 

As I laye a-tbynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkyngey 
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upon the spraye ; 

There came a noble Enyghte, 

With his hanberke shynynge brighte, 

And his gaUant heart was lyghte, 
Free and gaye ;. 
As I lay a-thynky])ge, he rode upon his waye. 
As I lay a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a>thynkynge, 
Sadly sang the Birde as she sat upon the tree I 

There seem'd a crimson plain. 

Where a gallant Knyghte lay slayne, 

And a steed irith broken rein 
Ban free, 
As I laye a-thynkynge, most pitifnl to see I 
As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Merrie sang the ^rde as she sat upon the bonghe ; 

A loTely mayde came bye, 

And a gentil youth was nyghe, 

And he breathed many a syghe, 
And a Towe ; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, her hearte was gladsome now 
As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Sadly sang the Birde as she sat upon the theme; 

No more a youth was there, 

But a Maiden rent her haire, 

And cried in sad despaire, 
«ThatIwasbome!" 
As I laye a-thynkynge, she perished forlome. 
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405 AB I LATl A-THTNKTNai. 

Ai I Uye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Sweeny tuig the Birde as she sat upon the briar ; 

There eame a loYety obilde, 

And his &ee was meek and mUd, 

Tet joyously he smiled 
On his sire; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, a Chemb mote admire. 
Bat I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge,> 
And sadly sang the Birde as it perched upon a bier ; 

That joyous smile was gone. 

And the face was white and wan, 

As the downe upon the Swan 
Doth appear, 
As I laye a-thynkynge — oh I bitter flow'd the tear! 
As I laye a-thynl^nge, the golden son was sinking, 
menie sang that Birde, as it glittered on her breast 

With a thousand gorgeous dyes, 

While soaring to the skies, 

'Mid the stars she seem*d to rise, 
As to her nest ; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, her meaning was ezprest:— 

" Follow, follow me away. 

It boots not to delay," — 

'Twas so she seem'd to saye, 
«Hku is ustI" 




THI BMD. 
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